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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO THE 

READER. 

X H E number of Spurious Editions that 
have Jiolen into the World, loaded too with 
errors, and wilful ones, of every defcription^ 
befides matter that never iffued from my brain, 
renders it neceflary for me to fay fomewhat 
of this Odavo Edition, which is not now 
my Property, but the purchafcd Copy-right 
of Meflieurs Gouloing, Robinsons, and 
Walker. Some Alterations which have been 
made by me in this Edition, I hope, are for the 
better ; many more may, probably, be thought 
neceflary by my indulgent Friend the Public, 
whofe favourable Opinion forms the fummit of 
my Ambition \ whofe Patronage I have found 
infinitely fupcrior to that of Princes j and to 
whofe Tribunal the prefent Volumes are moft 
rcfpeftfuUy fubmittcd. 

P. PINDAR. 
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...•^•♦Oetical, supplicating, modest, and affecting 
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TO THI 



REVIEWER 



Fathers of Wifdom, a poor wight bef 
Oh, hear my fimplc prayer in fimple lays : 

In form4 pauperis behold I bend. 

And of your Worlhips alk ^ little praife, 

I am no cormorant for feme, d'ye fee ; 

I a(k not all the laurel, but a fprig ! 
Then hear me. Guardians of the facred Tree; 

And flick a leaf or two about my wig. 

In fonnet, ode, and legendary talc. 

Soon will the prels niy tuneful foul difplay ; 

Then do not damn *em, and prevent the fale j 
And your petitioner fhall ever pray. 

My works condeom'd^ the Mufe with grief will 
The cenfurc dire nriy lantjern jaws will rue ! 

Know, I have teeth and ftoniach like your ow 
And that I wifli to pat as well as you. 

B 2 



4 TO THE REVIEWERS. 

I never faid, like murderers in their dens. 
Ye fecrct met in cloud-capp'd garret high. 

With hatchets, fcalping knives in fhape of pens. 
To bid, like Mohocks, haplefs authors die : 

Nor &d, Xin your Reviews, tog^her ftrung) 
The limbs of butcher'd writers, check by jowl^ 

Look'd like the legs of flies on cobwebs hung 
Before the hungry Ipider's dreary hole* 

I ne'er declar'd, that, frightful as the Blacks, 
In greafy flannel caps ye met together. 

With fcarce a rag of (hirt about your backs. 
Or coat or breeches to keep out the weather, 

Heav'n knows rm innocent of all tranigreffion 
Againft your Honours^ men of claffic fame ! 

I ne'er abus'd your critical profeflion. 
Whole diSum faves at once or damns a name, 

I never queftion'd your profound of head^ 
Nor vulgar, call'd your wit, your manners eoarfc j 

Nor fworc on butcher'd authors that ye fed. 
Like carrion crows upon a poor dead horfe, 

I never 



TO THE REVIEWERS* J 

1 never faid^ that, pedlar like, ye fold 

Praife by the ounce, or pound, like fnufFor cheefe; 
Too well I knew ye filver fcorn'd, and gold— 

Sifch drofs, a fage Reviewer never fees t 

1 never hinted, that with half a crown 

Books have been fent you by the fcribbling tribe i 
Which fee hath purchas'd pages of renown : 

No-*»for I knew you'd fpum the paltry bribe. 

I ne*er avcrr'd, ye critics to a man. 

For pence, would Iwear an owl excelled the lark; 
Nor call'd a coward gang, your grave Divan, 

That ftabb'd, like bafe aflaflTins, in the dark* 

I never prais*d, or blam'd, an author's book. 
Until your. wife opinions came abroad; 

On thefe with holy rev'rence did I look : 

With you I prais'd, or blam'd, lb help mt G— d ! 

The fem'd Longinus all the world muft know : 
The gape of wonder Aristarchus drew. 

As wcD as Alexander's* Tutor, lo ! 
All! all great cridcs, gendemen, \jkcycu. 

B 3 Did 

• Ariftotlt. 



6t JO THB REVIEWERS* 

Did any a(k me, " Pray, Sir, your opinion 
" Of thofe Reviewers, who fo bold bcftridc 

** The world of learning, and, widi proud dominion^^ 
" High on die backs of crouching audiors ride ?" 

Quick have I anfwer'd, in a rage, " Od's-blood ! 

5* No works like theirs fuch criticifm convey : 
** Not all the timber of Dodona's wood 

" E'er pour'd more fterling oracle than tbey.'^ 

Did others cry, " Whate'er their brains indite, 
" Be fure, is excellent — a partial crew ! 

" With 16 Paeans ulher'd to the light, I 

" And prais'd to folly in the nejtt Review:*' 

This was my anfwer to each fnarling elf, 

(My eyeballs fiird with fire, my moudi with foam) 

" Zounds ! is not juftice due to one's dear felf ? 
" And fhould not charity begin at home ?'' 

Full often I've been-queftion'd vrith a fneer — 

" Think you one could not bribe 'em?*' *' Not x 
nation."— 
*' A beef-ftake, with a pot or two of beer, 
^' Might fave a litde volume from damnation." 

a • Furious 



*rb THE REVIEWERS* 7'* 

Furious Pvc anfwer'd, " Lo ! my Lord Carlisle 
• *' Implores, in vain, a feat in Fame's old temple ; 
*' Though you applaud, their wifdoms will not fmile j 
f^ And what they diiapprove is lurcly fimple. 

^' Could gold fucceed, enough the Peer imght raife;, 
*^ To buy the fhirtlefs critics o'er and o'er : 

** 'Tis.mcrit only can command their praife, 
" Witnefs the volumes of Mifs Hannah Mori\ 

*' The Search for Happinefs^ that beauteous fong, 

" Which all of us would give our ears to own ; 

** The Capthiy Percy ^ both, like muftard ftfong, 

*' That, woeful, force fiiom Pity's foul the groanf/*' 
« 
Hail Briftol town ! Bceotia now no more, 

SinceGARRiCK'sSAPPHofings, though rather flowly: 

All hail Mifs Hannah ! worth at lead a fcore. 

Ay, twenty fcore, of Chatterton and Rowley. 

Men of prodigious parts arc moftly (hy : 
Great Newton's felf this failing did inherit; 

Thus, frequent, you avoid the public eye. 
And hide ^lurking holes, a world of merit. 

B 4 Yet 

* A Lady talked of for her rhixnes, and emphatically called* 
^7 a certain clafs of readers, the tenth Mufe, 

t A pair of tragedies^ 



^ TO THE REVIEWERS. 

Yet 6ft your cautious modefties I fee. 

When from your bow'r with bats ye wing the daric : 
^d Sundays, when no catchpoles prowl for prey. 

Dining with good Duke Humphry in the Park. 

Meek Sirs ! in frays ye choole not to appear, 
A circumftance moft natural to fuppofe, 

And therefore hide your precious heads, for fear 
Some angry bard, abus'd, fhould pull your nofe. 

The world's loud plaudit, lo ! ye don't defire. 

Nor do ye haflily on books decide ; 
But firfl: at ev'ry cofFee-houfe enquire^ 

How, in its favour, runs the public tide. 

There, Wisdom, often with a critic wig. 

The face demure, knit brows, and forehead fcowlingp 

IVe feen o'er pamphlets, with importance big, 
Moufing for faults, or, if you'll have it, owling. 

Herculean Gentlemen ! I dread yotir drubs % 
Pity thc.Uftcd whites of both my eyes 1 

Strung with new ftrength beneath your mafly clubs, 
Alas 1 I ihall qot an ANTiSus rile. 



Lo« 



TO THE REVIEWERS* 5 

Lo> like an elephant along the groundj 
Gitat Caliban, the giant Johnson ftretch*d I 

The Briailh Roscius too your clubs confound, 
Whofe fame the fartheft of the ftars hath rcach*d« 

If fuch fo eafy fink beneath your might, 
Ye Gods ! I may be done for in a trice : 

Hurl'd by your rage to everlafting night— 
Crack'd with that eafe a beggar cracks his lice. 

If, awful Sirs, ye grant me my petition, • 
With brother J)amphlets (hall my pamphlet (hine; 

And Ihould it chance to pafs a firft edition. 
In capitals (hall ftare your praife divine. 

Quote from my work as much as e'er you plealei 
For extrafts, lo ! FU put no angry fece on; 

Nor fill a hxingry lawyer's fift with fees, 

To fqueezc John Murray like the furious Mason.* 

Sage Sirs ! if favour in your fight I find. 

If fame ye grant, TU blefs each gen'rous giver ; 

Wifh you found coats, clean linen, mailers kindf. 
Gallons of broth, and pounds of bullock's liver. 

The 

• The conteil between Mr. Mafon and the Bookfcller adde4 
not an atom to the reputation Of the Poet. 

t.TheBookrellers. 






TO THE 



REVIEWERS. 

WRITTEN FOR A FRIEND, 

A IS hard, MclTieurs Reviewers, 'pon my foul^ 
Yc thus fhould lord it o'er the world of wit : 
No higher court your fentence to controul. 
Ye hang, or yc reprievcj as ye think fit ! 

Whether, m calf,- your labours of the year 
Rank" with immortal bards, or boxes line^ 

Or, torn for fecrct fcrvices, oh dear ! 
Arc ofFer'd up at Cloacina's fhrine: 

Whether yc look all rofy round the gills. 
Or hatchet-fac'd like ftarving cats lb lean^ 

Whether your criticifm each pocket fills 

With halfpence, keeping you clofc Ihav'd and clean j 

Whether in gorgeous raiment ye appear. 
Or tatters ready firom your backs to fall $ 

Whether with pompous wigs to guard each ear. 
Or whether youVe no wigs or can at all i 

Whcth«^ 



TO THE REVIEWERS.^ tf II 

Whether ye look Uke gentlemen or tldcves^ 

I hate ufurpers of the critic thronel* 
Therefore his compliments the poet gives. 

And humbly hopes you'll let his lines alone# 

Stay till he a(ks your thoughts, ye forward fegcs| 
Officioufiiefs the modeft bard abjures : 

'Tis furely pert to meddle with bis pages. 
Who never dcign'd to look in one of j«//nr. 



LYRIC 



LYRIC ODES 



TO TH» 



ROYAL ACADEMICIANS, 

FOR M^DCC^LXXXII. 



■ ArmA woijui cam* 

f>aint and tb^ Men of Canvafj fire my Lays, 
^bo (bow their Works for Profit and fur Pra fe| 
IVbofe Pockets know moft comfortable Fillings— 
iSa«Dio| Two Thouliliid Pou^d« a y«ar by ShiUiirgs. 



LYRIC ODES. 



O D E I. 



f cTBii giveth 2n account of his great BitATxON — ^boafteth«-« 
praifetii Sir William Chambers and Sombrsbt-House— « 
applaadeth Sir Joshua Reynolds* and ihewetli deep dafiic 
Learning, 

JVlY Coufin Pindar, in his Odes, 

Applauded Horfejockeys and Gods, 
WrdUers and Boxers in his verfe divine ! 

Then (hall not I, who boaft his fire,. 

And old hereditary lyre, 
To Britiih Painters give a golden line ? 

Say, Ihall yon Dome ftupcndous rife. 
Striking with Attic fi-ont the Ikies — 
The nurfing dame of many a Painting Ape i*' 

And 

• FaiMting Apt. — ^This cxpreffion b by no means meant to 
convey the idea of infalt. — There is great propriety, if not 
poetry, in it. — ^The reader will pleafc to rccoUeft, that Painting 
is an imitative, art— Monkeys arc prodigious imiutors— witncfi 
ny own Odes.— Befides* Pope compliments the immortal New- 
ton by a fimilar allnfton^ 



i6 Lyric odes, for m^dcc^lxxxii. 

And I iipnfiortal rhyme rcfufe. 
To tell the nations round the news. 
And make pofterity with wonder gape ? 

SpiritofCoufin' Pindar, ho! 

* By all thy Qdes, the world fhall know. 

That Chamojers plann'd it — Be his name rever'd !— ^ 

Sir William's journeymen and tools, 

(No pupils of the Chinefe Schools) 
With ftpne, and wood, and lime, the fabric rcar*d ! 

Thus having put the Knight in rhyme. 

Stone, men, and timber, tools and lime; 
Let us furvey what diis rare Dome contains— 

Where rival Artifts for a name. 

Bit by that glorious mad-dog Fame, 
Have fixed the labours of their b^Jlh and brains# 

O Mufe! Sir Joshua's mafter-hand 

• Shall firft our lyric laud command — 

Lo ! Tarleton dragging on his boot fo tight ! 

His Horfcs feel a godlike rage, 

And yearn with Yankies to engage — * 
I think I hear them fnorting for the fight ! 

Behold 



LYRIC OJiiSj FOR M,DCC,LXXXII. IJ 

Behold with fire each eye-ball glowing ! 

I wifh indeed their nnmes fo flowing 
Were more like hair : — the brutes had been as good^ 

I^ flaming with fuch claflic force. 

They had refembled lefs that horfe 
Called Trojan — and by Greeks composed of wood. 

Now to yon trotting angel let us go — 

A very fine performance too, I trow. 
Who rides a cloud — indeed a heavy hack-— 

Which to my mind doth certes bring 

That eafy bum-delighting thing. 
Rid by the *Chancellor-r-yclep'd a fack. 

Yet, Reynolds, let me feirly fay. 

With pride I pour the lyric lay 
To moft things by thy able hand exprefl:— v • 

Compar'd, to other painting-men. 

Thou art an eagle to a wren !— 
Now, Miilrefs Mufe, pray wait on Mifter West. 

Vol. I. C ODE 

* The Lord Chancellor^ in the Houfe of Lords^ fits con- 
ftantly on a woolfack. 



ODE II. 

PiTBR fklleth foal On Mn Wcsr for reprefenting our blefled 
RBDBiMBRlikeMOLD-CLOTRis-MAN — and for aufrepre* 
fenting the Apostles — Cuttetli up Mr. Wj^st's angels«- 
Attacketh another pidlnre of Mr. West's— Weepeth over 
the hard fate of Prince Ogtatius and AvgvItvs^ 
children of our moft glorions Sovereign* 

\J WesTi what hath thy pencil done ? 

Why, painted God Almighty's fon 
Like an old*clothes-man, about London ftreet ! 

Put in his hand a rufly bag^ 

To hold each dainty, ' rufty rag ; 
We then fhall fee the charafter complete^ 

Th* Apoftles too, I'm much afraid, 
Were not the fellows thou haft made— 

For Heav'n's fake, rub thofe rafcals out again— 
There's not a mortal who believes 
They look'd like old ^Sahator's Thieves, 

Although they might not look like gentlemen. 

St. 
* Salrator Rofa, happy in his charafters of banditti. 



LYRIC ODES, FOR M,DCC,LXXXn. t^ 

Saint Pa\d moft candidly declares. 

He could not give himfdf high airs 
Upon lus pcrfon— which was rather homely — 

But really, as for ad the reft. 

Save Judas, who was a rank beaft, 
Jhcy all were decent labourers, and comely. 

Thy Spirits too can't boaft the graces- 
Two Indian angels by their feces — 

But ^^eak— -where are their wings to mount the wind ? 
One would fuppofe M^Bridb* had met 'em— 
If thou haft fpare ones, quickly get 'em. 

Or clfe the lads will both be left behind. 

Ghoft of t Oftavius ! tell die bard. 

And thou, Auguftus, us'd fb barJj 
Why West hath murder'd you, my tender lambs ? 

Ye bring to mind vile Richard's deed. 

Who bade your royal coufins bleed. 
For which the world the tyrant's mem'ry damns. 

C 2 To 

* Capt. M'Bride, famous for toinging men of war, as well as 
partridges.— See his letter to the Admiralty. 

t A piftare chriftened the Apotheofii of the yonng gentlemen. 



op LYRIC ODSSy FOR M^DCC^LXXXII* 

To give the dev'l his due, thou doft inherit 
Some pigmy portion of the painting Ipirit j 

But what is this, compar'd to loftier things ? 
Thine is the fortune (making rivals groan) 
Of wink and nod familar from the throne. 

And fwceteft whifpers from the belt of kings. 

Nods, and winks- royal, fince the world. began. 
Are inunortalitics for lUtk man^ 

A whilper, like the breeze tfiat lifts the du(f. 
And mounts o'er chimney-tops the giddy ftrawj 

Can raife a rafcal to a place of trUfl-j 

Whofe back has bled beneath the whips of law. 

Roll on a beggair but the royal eye. 

How the rogue puffs amid th' enlargiAg light f 
Stretched by its blaze, the fellow^s ten feet high— 

Juft as in magic-Iantcrn fwells the mite : 

Such is the pow'r of kings to make one ftarc — 
Thus are kings, conjurorsy I do declare. 



0P£ 
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ODE III. 

Pbtih adndniftcrcth (age advice to very young Painten* 

Jt^EpPLE muft mount by flow degrees to glory^ — 

'Tis ftairs muft lead us to the attic ftory — 
Thus thought my great old Name- fake, Peter Czar; 

Who bound himfel^ in Holland, to a trade; 

A very pretty carpenter he made ; 
And then wgijt ♦hpnfic, and built a man of war. 

The lad who would a Apothecary fliine. 
Should powder claws of crabs, and jalap, fine; 

Keep the (hop clean, and watch it like a porter ; 
Learn to boil glyfters — nay^ to give them too. 
If blinking nurfes can't the bus'nefs do ; ' 

Write well thp labels, and wipe well the mortar. 

Before that boys can rife to rtiafter- tanners. 
Humble thofe boys muft be, and mind their manners j 
periling Pride, whofe wifli it is to wreck 'cm; 

C 3 And 

• Tp HolBa, 



22 LYRIC OOES^ FOR M^DCC^LXXXH. 

And mornings, with a bucket and a ftick. 
Should never once difdain to bend and pick. 
From ftreet to ftrect, rich lumps of Mbum Gr^ecumm 

Thus fliould young lintming lads themfelves de- 
means 

Learn how to keep their matters* brufhes clean. 
And learn to fqueezc the colours £'om the bladdert— 

Furbilh up rags i the fliining pallet fet i 

Keep the knives bright, and eke the eai^ neat^-« 
Such arts, tx> Faj4£*s lugh temple are the ladders* 

Young men, fb uleful are the arts I mentionj 
(Believe me, not an atom is invention). 
The inlbnt that I pen this ode, I know 

A jew-like, (hock-poU'd, fcrubby, (hort, black man. 
More like a cobler than a gendeman— 
^^orkmg on canvafs, like a dog in dough. 

By heavens ! with fcarce more knowledges than thefe. 

He earns a gumea ev'ry day with eafe ; 
Attempted! heads of princes, dogs, cats, 'fquires— 

Now on a monkey vent'rcth, now a feint j 
Talks of htmjelf^ and much himfelf admires. 

And ftruts the verieft Bantam Cotk of Fiiint. 



LYRIC ODXS^ FOR MjDCC^LXXXIX. 23 

But mind me, youths^ I don't conceit adyifcj 
Becaufe 'tis fulfbme to men's ears and eyes ; 
Whofe tongues might cover you with ridicule : 
Andpray, who loves the appellation. Fool? 

Yet, % in Ipite of all the Mufe can fay. 
You will imfift on going the wrong way. 
And wijb to be of men the laughing-ftock— 
Copy our little old black bantam cock i 

Whofe foul, moreover, of flich fort is j 

With fo much acrimony overflows. 

As makes him^ wherefoe'er he goes^ 
A walking thumb-bottle of Jqua-fartis. 



C 4 oo£ 
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ODE IV. 

The Lyric Bard commendeth Mr. Gaihsbohovgh's Piq<^ 
Recommendcth LANDsCAPBtothe Artift. 

jHLND now, O Mufc, with fong fo big. 

Turn round to Gainsborough's Girl and Pig, 
Or Pig and Girl I rather Ihould hayc faid : 

The pig in white, I muft allow. 

Is really a wcU-painted fow : 
I wiih to fay the fame thing of the maid^ 

. As for poor St. Legcr and Prince j 

Had I their places, I ftiould wince. 
Thus to be gibbeted for weeks on high: 

Juft like your felons after death. 

On Bagfliot, or on Hounflow Heath, 
That force from travellers the pitying figh* 

Yet Gainsborough has merit too. 

Would he his charming fort purfue; 
To mind his landfcape have the modeft grace : 

Yet there Ibmctimes are Nature's tints dcfpis'd : 

I wifh them more attended to, and priz'd, 
Inftead of trump Vy that ufurps their place. 

ODX 
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ODE V. 

Pktir qnarreReth with Fat— 'Proveth its fatal inconveniencies 
r-*Accoiiiiteth for the leannefs and rags of the Musis — 
Difplayeth miliury fcience — Telleth a wonderfiil Story of 
a Spanish Mar^xs— Talketh fenfibly of' a grey hounds a 
hxmk, and a raceJiorfe*-Poiiiteth oat the proper fubjeAi 
for greafe. 

A AINTERS and poets npvcr fhould be fat- 
Sons of Apollo ! liften well to that : 

Fat is foul weather, dims the fanqr's fight : 
In poverty, the wits more nimbly muftcr: 
Thus ftars, when pinch'd by froft, caft keener luftrc 

On the black blanket of Old Mother Night, 

Your heavy fat, I will maintain. 

Is perfea birdlime of the brain ; 

And, as to goldfinches the birdlime clings. 

Fat holds ideas by the legs and wings. 

Fat flattens the moft brilliant thoughts, 
like the buflr-ftop on harpfichords, or fpinets— 

Muffling their pretty little tuneful throats. 
That would have chirp'd away like linnets. 

Not 



> 



26 LYRIC ODESj FOR M^PCC^LXXXII. 

Not only &t is hurtful to the Arts, 
But Love, at fet — cv'n Love Almighty flarts:— 
Lx)vs hates large, lubberly,- fet, clumfy fellows, 
Pmting and blowing like a blackfinith's bellows 

In parliament, amidft the various cha^ 
What eloquence of North's is loft by fat! 
Mute in his head-piece on his bofom hung, . 
How many a ipeech hath flept upon his tongue! 

So far Apollo's right, I needs muft own. 
To keep his fons and daughters high in bone: 
The Nine too, as from hiftory we glean. 
Are, like Don Quixote's Rosin ante, leani 

Who likewife fancy all incumbrance bad. 
And dierefore travel very thinly cladj 
Looking like damfels juft efcap'd from jails. 
With backs al frejco^ and with tatter'd taik. 

How, with large rolls of fat, would aft 

A foldier, or a failor ? 
And 'ds a well-attefted fed, 

Apollo was as nimble as a taylor* 
How could he elfe have caxight that handfbnic flirt. 
Miss Daphne, racing through the pools and dirt ? 

The 
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The Marquis of Cerona, of great parts^ 

Could fcarce fupport himfelf^ he was fo big-~ 
He ftanr'd— -drank vinegar by pints and quarts. 
And got down to a chriftion — from a pig« 
Some author fays, his Ikin (but fome will doubt him) 
Would fold a half-a-dozen dmes about him. 

Reader !— of lie I urge not an iota : 
His (kin would really round his body com^ 
Though tight before as parchment on a drum— 

Juft like a Portugucfe Capota. — 

Yes— yes — mdeed I folemnly repeat. 
Punters and bards fliould very litde eat : 
No matter, verily, how flight their fere- 
Nay, diough camelion-like they fed on air—* 

Elfe they're like ladies much incUn'd to feeding— 
Who, often when they fatten, leave off breeding; 
Or, like the hen, facetious ^fop's (lory. 
So known — ^I fhall not lay the tale before ye. 

Te would not load with fet, a running-horfe. 
Or greyhound ye dcfign'd to courfc; 
Nor would ye fatten up the hawk 
Ye mean to nimble birds to talk* 

Tha^ 
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Then pray, young brulhmcn, if ye wifh to thrive. 
And keep your genius, and the art alive. 

Gobble not quantities of flefli and fifh up : 
Beikgs who can no harm from fat receive^ 
May feaft fecurely — then for heav'n's fake le^vc 

Greafc to ap alderman, a hog, and bifhop,— • 



ODE VI. 

Fkter flattereth Mr. Mason Chambbrliv ; and tkit moft 
iriOiattt landfcape-painter, Mr.^ LovTHiaBOURO.— -Pitir. 
admiretli, praifeth, and confoleth the Engliih Claude, Wil* 

•ON. 

JL H Y portraits, Chambi^rLin, may be 

A likenefs, far as I can fee j 
But, &ith 1 I cannot praife a fingle feature : 

Yet, when it fo fhall pleafe the Lord, 

To make his people out of board, 
Thy pi6tures will be tolerable nature. 

And LouTHERBouRo, when Heav'n fo wills. 
To make brafs (kics, and golden hills. 
With nnarble bullocks in glafs paftures grazing ; 

Thy 
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Thy reputation too will rife. 
And people, gaping with furprife. 
Cry, " MoHfieur LouTHERBOiTRG is moft amazing!" 

But thou muft wait for that event— ^ 

Perhaps the change is never meant-- 
Till then, with me, thy pencil will not Ihilie-^ 

Till then, old rcd-nos'd ♦Wilson's art 

Win hold its empire o'er my heart. 
By Britain left in poverty to pine. 

But, honeft Wilson, never mind i 

Immortal prsdfes thou flialt find. 
And for a dinner have no caufc to fear.— 

Thou ftart'ft at my prophetic rhimes ! 

Don't be impatient for thofe times ; 
Wait till thou haft been dead a hundred year, ' 

cos 

• This great Artift was defired by Sir W. Chambers, hit 
friend, to paint a pidure for a great King : the Artul painted 
the piAare for the great King ; it was one of the finefl he ever 
executed ; the picture wds (hewn to the great King, which was 
bached at, and with contempt returned. The Pifturc is now 
in the author's pofTeflion. — Why have we not a life of Wilson, 
whofe eye was as perfe^ in the perception of aerial nature, as that 
of Clavdi, and whofe ideas w^ere of a much fuperior order of 
{n«dear? 
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ODE VII. 

Piter breaketh out into learning, and talketh Latin — Ad- 
vifeth young artiils to do to inore than they can do—Recom* 
mendeth to 6ach the knowledge of his genios. — ^Petbr 
talkffth of ^sop's &bks and Mifter Stubbs^-^^ araa. ves- 
toreth on the Aage—Recordeth a ftory of an aAor» and 
condttdeth facetioufl/, 

ft ^Ulfa Adjtcenas, ut nemo quam Jihi Jorttm^*^-^ 

Was partly written for thofe fools 
Who flight the very, art that would fupp(Mt 'ctHj 

Id ipite of Gratitude's and Wifdom"!} rules. 

It brings to mind old JEfop's tale, fo fweet^ 
Of a poor country-bumpkin of a ftag. 

Who us'd to curfc his clumfy legs and feet. 
But of his horns did wonderfully brag: 

Unlike our London poor John-Bulls, 
Who, from the wardrobe of their fculls. 
Could, with the greatefl pleafure, piece-meal tear 
Such pretty-looking ornamental geer. 

But, 
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Bu^ to the ftoiy of the Buck, 

Like many Engliih onesj much out of luck* 

The mom was fire(h> the fcent was good, 
And Buck by thund'ring hounds purfu'd: 

His legs fb friendly bore him like the wind ; 
In fliort, he mock'd the thund'ring founds— 
In Qiort, he laugh'd at all the hounds— 

And left- them, with a *f— , behind. 

And now a thicket's to be fought : 

In ruih'd the ftagi as quick as thought—' 

No Iboner got among the thorns. 

But Buck's entangled by the horns : — 

Up come the dogs, at length, with dreadful note j 
In yain he flruggles — hound on hound 
Polls the poor prisoner to the ground- 
Then enters Huntfinan John, and cuts his throat* 

Unfor- 



* Thb is really too much in Rabelais* and Dr. Swift's vulgar 
■uimer'— an arrant lapfus lingua. The nice-nofcd reader i) 
therefore defired to turn his nofe up or awry at this naftjr 
dlniiTe letter. 
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Unfortunatdj^ for the graphic art^ 
Painters too often their true genius thwart j 
Mad to accomplifh what can ne'er be done. 
They fornni for criticifm a world of fun- 

The man of hift'ry longs to deal in lititcj 
Quits laftmg oil, for perilhable fpitde : 

The man of miniature to hift'ry Iprings, 
Mounts with an ardour wild the broom-like brulh. 

Makes for fublimity a daring pufh. 
And fhows, like Icarus, his feeble wings, 

*Tis faid that nought fo much the temper rubg 
Of that ingenious artift, Mifter Stubbs, 
As calling him a horfe-painter— how ftrange. 
That Stubbs the tide (hould defire to change! 

Yet doth hd curies on th' occafion utter. 
And, foolifli, quarrel with his bread and butter: 
Yet, after landfcapc, gentlemen and ladies, 
This very Mifter Stubbs prodigious mad isi 

So quits his horfe — on which the man might ride 
To Fame's fair temple, happy and unhurt i 

And takes a hobby-horfe to gall his pride. 
That flings him, like a lubber, in the dirt. 

The 
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The fdf-famc folly reigns, too, on the Stag^— 
Such for impoffibilities the rage ! 
The Man of Farce, to Tragedy afpires. 
And, calf-like bellowing, feels heroic fires— 

Weston for Hamlei and Othello figh'd. 
And thought it dcv*lifh hard to- be deny'd,— 
The courtly Abington's untoward Star 
Wanted her reputation much to mar. 
And fink the Lady to the Wafliing-tub— 
So whilper'd— " Miftrefs Abington, play Scrub.'^ 
To folly full as great, fome imp may lug her. 
And bid her (link in Filch ^ and Abel Drugger. 

An After, livmg at this time. 

That now I pen my vcrie fublimCi , 

Could not, to fave lus foul, find out his /^r/— 

But lo ! it happen'd, on a lucky night. 

He on the fubjeft got a deal of light i 
And thus doth Fame the circumftance report, 

Afier ^exhibiting to Pit and Boxes, 
To take a dram, the After ftroU'd to * Fox's-* 
^Vhere foon his friend came in, fuch fine thii^ faying. 
Vol. I. D Offering 

• •A Tavern Mar the Play houfe. 
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Offering a thoufand pretty falutations. 

With full confirming oath-ejaculations 

XJnto this Son of Thdpis, on his playmg. 

*' Damn me," quoth he, ** but thou haft wond'rous 
merit — • [fpirit: 

^ Thou play*dft toni]^t, my friend, widi matchlcfs 
'* Zounds ! my dear fellow, let me go to H-11, 
" If ever part Was afted half fo well!'' 

The Aftor blufli'd, and bow'd, and filly look'd. 
To hear fuch compliments fo nicely cook*d.— 
Getting the better of his mauvaife btmte. 
And ftaring at the other's fteady front. 

Quoth he, " What part, pray, mean ye ? for, in troth, 
" I know^of none that you fhould fo commend*'.—* 
«* What part! replied the other with an oath: 
" The hind-fart of a Jack-ass*, my dear friend !'' 

The Player, charai'd inftead of being hurt, 
Thank'd him fof the difcovery of his /(^— 
Purfu'd his genius — fou^t no higher game. 
And by his Jack-ass won unenvied fame. 

Ode 

* A part in one of tlie Pantomines, which costtins a large 
portion of kicking* biaying» ohltinacy* and tail-wri^Ung. 
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ODE VllL 

PiTSE reprehendetli Mr. and Mrs.CoswAr^ and reemetli^ at 
hSt, alhamed of liis attack-— He trimxneth Dr. JoHiiaoM's 
jacket— and commendeth tlie beaaty of Praisb in a ftylt 
unknown before. 

JriE, Cos way! Tm afliam'd to fay 

Thou own'ft the title of R. A. — 
I fear, to damn thee 'twas the Devil^s fending— < 

Some honed calling quickly find^ 

And bid thy Wife her kitchen mind. 
Or fliirts and ihifb be making, or be mending. 

If Nbdam cannoc mdce a ihiit. 

Or mend, or from it wafh the dirt. 
Better than puit, the Poet for diee feels--i 

Or take a flitch up in thy ftocking, 

(Which fiir a wife is very Ihocking) 
I pity the condition of thy heels. 

What vanity was in your Ikulls, 
To m^dce you aft fo like two fools, 
T' expofe your daubs, tho* made with wondVous pains 
out? 

D a CooM 
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Could Raphael's angry ghofl arifc. 
And on the figures caft his eyes, ' 
He'd catch a piftol up, and blow your brains out. 

Muse, in this criticifm, I fear 

Thou really haft been too fevere: 
CoswAY paints Miniature with decent fpirit. 
And Mrs, Cosway boafts fonac merit. 

Be more like courtly Horace's thy page; 
And fliun of furious Juvenal the rage. 
Of whom old Scaliger aflcrts — " qui jugulaf*--- 
Id ^— not murder wouli he boggle at. 

He was a furious fellow, to be fure. 

Like JoH N SON, whom the world could fcarce endure ^ 
Who, furly, bore his tommy^hawk about. 

And glorying in a Defpot's rude dominion, 

Scalp'd, without mercy, ev'ry man's opinion 
Which from his moudi Ihould dare to venture out. 

Where Johnson fat (which Candour fore bewails !) 
Men put forth words fo cautious ! — -juft like fiiails. 

So fearful, putting forth their tender horns, i 

Shrinking and drawing in,* and fo afraid 
Of ev'ry foe that rudely may invade— 

'Prickles, and nctdes, and fliarp-wounding thorns. 

Lo! 
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Lo ! our opinion is a child fo dear, 
Wc love its prattle, though a Jimple note; 

And, confcquently, can't with patience bear 
The ruffian that would cut its little throat. 

Sweet is the voice of Praise ! — Qh, foft as filk 1 
I wifti the world's rude veins could run with milk ! 
Praise is rich funfhine-weather — all enjoy it— 
To catch it, ev'ry one is fo alive — 
Bleft as the oees, that, humming from their hive. 
So advantagcoufly employ it. ' - . 

But Censure is a cloud fo cold, that fcowls 
And Ipits — now foufes us o'er head and ears. 

Spoils our bed clothes ; and juft like poor foak'd fowls. 
Drooping, fo fooliih ev^ry man appears. 

Praise is a pretty woman's foft white hand. 

That, fmoothing, tickles fo our fkin ; 
CensurEj a currycomb we can't withftand. 

Brings blood, and puts us quite upon the grin ! 

Muse, liftcn to this ledurc— go thy ways— 
And quitting Censure, facrifice to Praise. 

D3 ODE 
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ODE IX. 

Fetbr exhibltet}! greait Biblical knowledge— ImmortaKietli hit 
Grace ofQuESNSBB r RT^-Condemneth Imitators* and maketh 
comparifons, of Painters and Pointers* a l.a!s and n parcel 
of Enfigns, 

IJIR Joshua, (for Tvc read my Bible over) 
Of whofc great bruih I own myfelf a lover. 
Puts me in mind of Mathew, the firft chapt»— 
A genealogy I read with rapture~- 
Abrim got Ifaac— llaac, Jacob got— 
Jofcph to get, was lucky Jacob's lot;. 
And all Joe's brothers. 
Who very nat'rally got others. 

A genealogy fo full of blood. 

And eke fo full of piety — fo good-— 
Pleafing to me, as unto Queensb'rry's Grace 

The genealogy of horfes. 

So famous on the famous courfes. 
That bring to mind the &m'd Olympic race. 



Sir 
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Sir Joshua's happy pencil hatfi produc*d 
A hoft of Copyifls, much of the fame feature; 

By which the Art hath greatly been abus'd : 
I own Sir Joshua great -m but Nature greater. 

But what^ alas ! is ten times worie. 
The progrefs of the Art to curie : 
The Capyifis have been copied top ; 
And that, I'm fure, will never do. 

Such Painters are like pointers fceking game— 
Intent on pleafure, and dog-fame, 
Suppofe a half-a-dozen dogs, or more. 
Snuffing, and fcamp'ring, crofling the field o'er: 

Lo! one dog fcents the partridge— points— 
Fix'd like a ftatue on the fragrant gale ! 
How aft the others? Stop their fcamp'ring joints ; 
And, lo ! one's no/e pokes forth on t'othcr's tail. 

Perhaps this dog-compari(bn of mine. 
Though vafUy natural and vaftly fine. 
May not be fully underftood 
By aU the youngling painter brood ; 
Therefore, that into error they mayn't roam, 
Suppofe we keep a little more at borne. 

D 4 Suppofe 
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Suppofe a Damiel of the Cyprian clafs^ 
A frefli'imporced, lovely, blooming lafs. 

Gay, tripping, fmiling, ogling, in the Park— 
Suppofe thofe charms, {o pleafing to the eye. 
Catch the wild glance, and ftart the am'rous figh^ 

Of fome young roving Military Spark ! 

Lo ! as if touched by ballifi, or by thunder. 
Sudden he flops — ^all-over fJaring wonder — 
A thoufand fancies, his warm brain furroundj 
And nail'd, as if by magic, to the ground. 
He points towards thofe fafcinatmg channs 
That rous*d the hofl of Paffions up in apns, 

A brother Enfign fpies the flock-flill lad. 
And fudden halts — grave pond'rmg what it means— » 

Another Enfign, taking this for mad. 

Upon hi? fupple-jack, decp-mary'ling, leans : . 

Another Enfign after him, too, fauntering. 
Stops fhort, and to his eye applies his glais^- 

To know what fby'd his brother Enfign's cantering. 
Not dreaming of that eye-catcher, » the Lass. 

« 

Thus 
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Thus nofing one the other's back^ 
Stands in a goodly row the King's red pack : 
Except thcjhftj whom Nature's charms inflame— " 
ISs nofe i^ properly towards the game. 

E'en fo, the Prbsipknt^ to Nature true, 
Dodi mark her form^ and all her haunts purfue; 
Whilft half the fiUy Brufhmen of the land. 
Contented take the Nymph zt Jecond-band i 
Imps, who juR: boaft the merit of Tranjlators^^ 
Horace's firvum fccus-^Imitators. 



^ O D E X- 

Piter is witty on Mei&ears Sbrres and ZofpanIj and praifeth 
and coiidesmetb Mr. Barrst. 

SeRRES and Zoffani ! I ween, 
I better works than yours have fecn. — 

You'll liay, no compliment can well be colder — 
Why, as you fcarce are in your prime. 
And wait the ftrcngth'ning hand of Time, 

I hope that you'll improve as you grow older*. 

Believe 

* Tlie firft is about 70 years of age, and the lad 63 or 64. 
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Believe ine> Barrbt» thou haft truth and taite; 
Yet fometimes art thou apt tx> be uncbsfiei 
Too oft thy pencil, or thy geniu3j flags — 
Too oft thy U.ndfcapes„ bonfires feeoi to be ; 
And in thy buttling clouds, methinks I fee 
The iclurreftion of old rags. 

Ah ! C ATTON, our poor feeling& (pare ! 

Supprels thy tralh another yearj 
Nor of thy folly make us fay a hard Aing— 

And lo I thofe daubs amongit the many^ 

Painted by Mifter Edward Penny ! 
They truly are not wor^ one half a ferthing. 



ODE XL 



Pbtbh cannonadeth FASHiOM-^AdvIfetli people to \i!k tkeir 
own ty^s and nofes ; and ordereth what is to be done with 
a tmJ nofe. 

vyNE year the PowVs of Falhion rule 
In favour of the Roman School- 
Then hey, for drawing ! Raphael and Pouffin : 
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f ^ 

I The foUowiiig year> the Flenufh brufh fhall ftrike — 

Then hpy, for cokuring^— Rubens and Vandyke j 
And, lo! the Roman is not worth a pin. 

Be not impQs*d upon by Fashion's roar — 
Fashion too often nukes an idle noife $ 

Bids us, a fickle jade, like fools adore 
Thepooreft^trafh, the miferableft toys. 

And as a gang of thieves a buftle make^ 
With greater eafe your purfe tp take. 

So Fashion frequently, her point to gain. 
Sets up a howl enough to ftun a ftone. 

And feirly picks the pocket of your brain. 
That is, if any brain you chance to own# 

Cany your eyes with you, whcre-e'er you go— 
For not to truft to them, is to abufe 'em : 

As Nature gave them t'yc, you ought to know 
The wife old Lady meant that you fhould ufe 'cm $ 

And yet, what thoufands, to our vaft furprife. 

Of piftures judge by other people's eyes ! 

Whcft Nature made a prcfcnt of a nofc 
To each man's fitce> we juftly may fuppofe 

She 
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She meant^ that for itfelf the noie Ihould thinks* . 
And judge in matters of perfume and ftinki 
Not meant it for a mule alone, poor hack I 
To bear horn fpeftacles upon its back^ — 
^* Suppofe it cannot fmell, what then !" you'll fay— 
" Fling it away," 



ODE xrr. 



The Ltric Bard waxetb witty on Mr. Fetbrs's Angel and 
Child» and alfo Madam Angelica Kavffman, talking un« 
blufhingly of a wedding night ! 

JUeAR IPeters! who, like Luke the Saint, 

A man of gofpel art, and paint. 
Thy pencil flames not with poetic fury: 

If Heav'n*s fair angels are like thine. 

Our bucks, I think, O grave Divine, 
May meet in t'other world the nymphs of Drury. 

The infant foul I do not much admire : 
It boafteth fomewhat more of flefh than fire-*-* 
The pifturc, Peters, cannot much adorn ye— 

Vtn 
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rm g^ though, that the red-fac'd little finner, 
t^obr Ibul ! hath made a hearty dinner 
Before it veiitur'd on fo long a journey* 

Angelica my plaudit gains— 

Her art fo fwcetly canvafs ftains ! 
Her dameSj ib Grecian^ give me fuch delight ! 

Butj were flie married to fudi gentle males 

As figure in her painted rales, 
I fear Ihe'd find a ftupid wedding-night* 



ODE XIIL 



PiTta laiheth the Ladies.— tie tarneth Story-teller ,<— Peter 

grieveth. 

-Although the ladies with fuch beauty blaze. 
They very frequently my paffion raife. 

Their charms compcnfate, fcarte, their want of tafte. 
Palling amidft the Exhibition crowd, 
I heard Ibme damfels fajbionably loud; 

And thus I give the dialogue that pafs'd* 

" Oh! the dear man! (cried one) look I here's a bonnet I 
" He (hall paint me — I am determin"d on it— 

'< Lord4 
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" Lord! coulin^ fee ! how beautiful the gown! 
^ What charming colours! hcre'sfinciace, here's gauze I 

" What pretty fprigs the fellow draws I 
" Lord, coufin ! he's the clcvereft man in town !" 

" Ay, coufin," cried a fecond, ** very true — 
" And here, here's charming green, andTe4 andblue— 
" There'sacomplexi<Mi beats therouge of Warren! 
" See thofe red lips, oh la ! they fccm fo nice 1 
" What rofy checks then, cou&n, to eikxcc !— 
** Compar'd to this, all other heads are carrion*— 

** Coufin, this limner quickly will be feen 

*^ Painting the Princess Royal, and the Queen : 

'^ Pray, don't you think as I do> ecz? 

" But we'll be pelted fr/, that's /^z/' 

Such was the very pretty conrerfation 
That pafs'd between the pretty MiOcs, 

Whilft unobferv'd, the glory of our nadon, 

Clofe by themhung Sir Joshua's matchkis pieces — 

Works ! that a Titian's hand could form atone--* 

Works ! that Corregio had been proud id own. 

SorrDwing> O Readers, let me lay before ye. 
What latcty:hat)pen'd-» therefore a true ftory. 

A STORY 
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A S T O R T. 

Walking one afternoon along Ae Strand, 
My wond*rii^ eyes did fuddenly expand 

Upon a pretty Icalh of Comifti laflfe. — 
** Hcav'ns ! my dear beauteous angels, how d'ye do ? 

** Upon my foul Tm monftrous glad to fee ye/* 
" Swinge ! Petbr, we are glad to meet with youj 
" We're juft to London come — ^weU, pray how be ye ? 

" We're jwft a going, whi^c *tis light, 
" To fee St. Paul's before 'tis dark,— 

" Lord ! come, for onc-e, be fo polite, 
" And condefcend to be our fpark." 

" With all my heart, my cherubs/* — On we walk'dj 
And much of London — much of Cornwall talk'd: 

Now did I hug myfelf to think 
How much that glorious ftrufture would furprife— 

How from its awful grandeur they would fhriqk 
With open mouths, and marveling eyes ! 

As near to Ludgate-hill we drew, 
St. Paul's jtjft opening on our view ; 

Behold, 
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Behold, my lovdy ftrangers, one and all. 

Gave a moll diaboUc fquall. 

As if they had been tumbled on the ftones, 

And ibme confounded cart had crufh'd their bones. 

After well frightening people with their cries. 
And flicking to a ribbon-ftiop their eyes. 
They all rufh'd in, and fwift to patterns ran. 
And imitating Babd, thus began :-— 

** Swinge ! here arc colours then, to pleafe I 
" Delightful thmgs, I vow to Heav'n ! 

" Why ! hot to fee fuch things as thcfc, 
*« Wc never fhould have been fbrgiv'n. — 

" Here, here, arc clever things — ^good Lord ! 

** And, fifler, here, upon my word— 
*' Here, here 1— look I here are beauties to delight : 

** Why ! how a body'^s heels might dance 

" Along from Launceflon to Penzance, 
" Before that one might meet with fuch a fight !" 

*' Come, ladies, 'twill be dark," faid I—*' I fear: 
« Pray let us view St- Paul's, 'tis now fo near." — 

"Lord! 
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" Lord! Peter, (cried the girls) don't mind St. 

Paul !— 
" Sure ! you're a moft incurious foul — 
" Why— wc can fee the church another day : 
" Don't be a&aid — St. Paul's can't run away.** 

Reader, 
If e'er thy bofom felt a thought fublime. 
Drop tears of pity on the Man of Rhyme ! 



ODE XIV. 



Petbh difclaimeth flattdy— Defcribeth the Ghand Mq* 
n AEqy B— and prOmifeth critical candour. 

A IS very true, that flattery's not my fort — 
I cannot to ftupidity pay court-— 
And (wear a fiure looks fenie (the pifbure puffing) 
That boafts no more expreflion than a muffin) 

And yet, a Frenchman can do this, 

And think he doth not a& amifi i 

VolL ' E Aldiough 
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Aithpogh hs t^Ils a moft confounded lic.-^ 
Kino Lewis leads me into this remark, 

Call'd by his people all, le Grand MonarquE'— 
A demi-god in every Frenchman's eye. 

His portrait by fome &mous hand was done^ 

And then exhibited at the Salon : 
At once a courtly critic criticifc^ — 

*' Where is the brilliant eye, the chsmomg gracc^ 

*^ The fcnfe profound that marks the Royal face— 
*' The Soul of Lewis, that fo very wife b ? 

Yet when he bawl'd for fcnfe, he bawl'd, I wot. 
For furniture thp head had never got. 
Reader, believe me, that this gentleman 
Was form'd on Nature's very homely plan*— * 

Clumfy in legs and ftioulders, head and gullet. 
His mouth abroad in feeming wonder M^ 
As if its meaning had given up the ghoft : 

His eye &x duller than a leaden bullet; 
Nature fo flighting the poor Royal oah. 
As if (he bargain'd for it by the job. 

Tliere- 
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Thcrtfi)re, Ibould mighty G , or great Lord 

Both gentlefolks of high condittoox [NortHj 

Think it worth while to fend their faces fi>rth» 
To ftare amidft the Royal ExHiBiTia^i— 

If likenefles, I'U not condemn the puEhire^ 
To compliment thofe mighty people's polls: 

I fcom to pafs un&ir and cruel ftri^uiesj, 
By afking for the graces^ or iheir ibuls* 



ODE XV. 



Pbtie pitiiiiUy praifeth Mr. Stvbbs, and admimfteretli whole- 
fome advice— Sarprifeth Mr. Honb with a compliment— 
Concludeth with fu(p^dbg the ingratitude of the Royai* 

ACAOIMICIANS. 

W ELL-pleas'd thy horfes, Stubbs, I view. 
And eke thy dogs, to btmely nature true : 

Let modem artifts match thee, if they can- 
Such animals thy genius fuit: 
Then ftick, I b^ thee, to the brute. 

And meddle not with woman, nor with man. 

£ 2 An4 
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And now For Mifter Nathan Hone— 

In portrait thou 'rt as itiiich alone^ 
As in his landfcape ftands th' unrival'd Claude ! 

Of pifturcs I have fecn cnou^, 

Moft vile, moft execrable ftufFj 
But none fo bad as diine, I vow to God* 

Thus in the caufe of paiiiting, loyal, 

Sublime I've fung to artifts roiyal— 
With labour-pains the Mufc hath fote been torn ! 

And yet each academic face, n 

I fear me, hath not got the grace 
To fmile upon the bantling, now 'tis born* 
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O D E L 

Peter vannteth cxcccdingly^difplayeth great learning, and 
picemifiy complaineth of the res angujia domi — H& phkifbth the* 
kind Reviewers— Dcfcribeth himfelf moft pathetically— Con- 
foleth himfelf— Difliketh the road to the Temple' of Fame by 
means of flK)otiiig« peifon, or hanging— AddreAMi giteac 
folk-*Gi¥Cth the King a broad hint — Afketh a finale ques- 
tion— Maketh as fimple an apoftrophe to Gbnxus. 

iSoNS of the Brulh, I'm here again! 

At times a Pindar, and Fontaine, 
Calling poetic pearl (I fear) to fwine ! 

For hang nie if my laft year's Odes 

Paid rent for lodgings ♦ near the gods. 
Or put one iprat intq this mouth divine. 

For odes, my Cousin had rump-fteaks to eat ! 

So lays Paulanias — loads of dainty meat ! 
And this the towns of Qrcece, to give, thought fit: 

The beft hiftorians, one and all, declare 

With the moft folemn air. 
The poet might hare guttled till he fplit. 

E 4 ttow 

• The attic ftory, or, according to the vulgar phrafe, garret. 
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How different far, alas! »ijr worfhip's fiite ! 

To iboth the horrors of an empty plate. 
The grave poffcffors* of the critic throne 

Gave me, in truth, a pretty treat— 

Of flattery, mind me, not of mcat| 
For they, poor fouls^ like me, arc (kin aqd hone. 

No, no ! with all my lyric powers, 
Fm not like Miftrcfs Cofway*s Hoitrs, f 

Red as cock-turkeys, plump as bam-door chicken : 
Merit and I are miferably off— 
We both have got a moil confumptivc cough; 

Hunger hath long pur harmlcls bones been picking. 

Merit and I, jfo innocent, fo good. 
Arc like the litde children in die wood; 

And foon, like dieip, ihall lay us down and die !. 
May fome good chriftian bard, in pity ftrong^ 
Turn redbrcaft kind, and with the fweeteft fong 

Bewail our haplefs fate with wat'ry eye ! 

Poor 

• See tfce Reviews for laft year. 

t A fttblime piftnre tlut f the expreffion is trnly Homcrictl 

The hir artiil hath, in the moft furprifing manner, comnmni. 
catcd to can^afi the old bard's idea of the brandj-fatid muru--^— 
See the Iliad. . 
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Poor Chattertom was ftarv'd — ^with all his art! 

Some confblation this to my lean heart: 
Like hinij in holes too, fpider-like^ I mopej 

And there my Reverence may remain, alasl 

The world will not difcovcr it, the afs ! 
Until I fcrape acquaintance with a rope. 

Then up your Walpoks, Bryants, nwunt like bees j 

Then each ray pow'rs with adoration fees — 
Nothing their kind civilities can hinder: 

When, like an Otho, I am found ; 

Like Jacob's fons, they'll look one t'other round. 
And cry, ** Who would have thought this a young 
Pindar?" 

Hanging's a difinal road to fame^- 

Piftols and poifbn juft the fame — 
And what is worfc, one can't come back again: 

Soon as the beauteous gem we find. 

We can't dilplay it to mankind. 
Though won with fuch wry mouths and wrigglmgpsun. 

Ye Lords and Dukes (6 clever, fay, 
(For ye have much to give away. 
And much your gende patronage I lack) 

Speakj 
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Speakj is it not a crying fin. 
That FoLLY*s guts are to his chin> 
Whilft mif$e are flunk a mile into my back ! 

Oft as his facrcd Msgefty I fee. 

Ah ! George, (I figh) thouhail good things widi thce^ 
Would make me fportive as a youthful cat ! 
. It is not that my foul fo loyal 

Would wiih to wed the Princefs Royal^ 
Or be Archbifhop— no ! I'm not for that, 

Ndr really have I got the grace 
To wifh for Laureat Whitehead's place; 
Whofe odes Cibberian — fweet, yet very manlyj 
Arc fet with equal ftrength by Miller Stanley. 

Would not one fwear that Heav'n lov'd foolsj 
There's fuch a number of them madei 

Bum-proof to all the flogging of the fchools. 
No ray of knowledge could their fkulls pervade ? 

Yet, gauge the pockets of thofe fellows' breeches. 

We ftare like congers at their riches. 

O Genius ! what a wretch art thou. 
Who canft not keep a marc or cow. 

With 



With all dtjr €Oii!f>Hinentof wk To frifkf i 
Whilft FoLi.y« as a fniH^-horfe feBad> 
Befide his compter^ gold can find^ 

And Sundays fpoit a ftn«^t aad a wfaUkyJ 



sssrfcs 



ODE IL 



Peter tnmeth critic — Maketh handfome promifes to Mr. West, 
znd» like great folk, breaketh his word— Laugheth at the figure 
of King Charles — LaSieth that of Oliver Cromwell; 
and ridicnleth the pair of ApolUes Peter and John, gal- 
loping to the Sepakhre— Uhderftandeth {^in-work, ati4 
jofUx condenmeth the fhoi^nefs of the (hlrts of Mr, West's 
Angels «-K^oncludeth with making that artift a handfome 
offer of an American immortality. 

-W OW for my criticifm on paints. 

Where bull-dogs, heroes, finners, fkints. 
Flames, thunder, lightnmg, in confufion meet !-— 

Behold the works of Mifter West ! — 

That artift firft ftiall be addreft— 
His pencil widi due reverence, lo ! I greet. 

Still bleeding from his laft year's wound, 
WUch from my doughty Iftoce he found; 

Methihies 
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Methuiks I hear die trembling painter bawl^ 



(C 



Why doll thou perfccute me, Saul ?•* 



West, let me whi^r in diy ear- 
Snug as a thief within a mill. 

From me thou haft no caufe to fear t . 
To panegyric will I turn my (killi 
And if thypiiture I am forc*d te blame, 

ril fay moft handfome things about the frame. 

Don't be caft down — inftead of gall, 

Molafles from my pen IhaU fall: 
And yet^ I fear thy gullet it is (uch. 

That, could I pour all Niagara down^ 

Were Niagara praife, thou wouldft not frown. 
Nor think die thund'ring gulph one drop too much. 

Ye gods ! the portrait of the * King 1 

A very Saracen ! a glbrious thing ! 
It fhows a flaming pencil, let me tell ye— 

Methinks I lee the people Hare, 

And, anxious for his life, declare, 
^ King George hath gpt a fire-lhip in his belly." 

Thy 

• Such a de^ieable perfemumce ac would dilgrace a iign* 
^ft ; the dxawing^ colourings compoiStion, fo rery, very 
kad. The txtr^fim has the only menu 
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Thy Charles ! what muft I fay U) that t 

Each face unmeaning, and fo flat l-^ 
hdced Mt cotifin to a piece of board : 

But^' Mufe> weVe promised in our lays, 

To give our Tankey painter pradfe ; 
S09 Madam, 'tb but fair to keep our word» 

WcU dien,. die Charies of Mifter Weft, 

And Oliver, Idoproteft, 
And eke the witneilb* of refurrcdtion, 

Will ftop a hole^ keep out the wind^ 

And make as good a window-blind. 
As great Correggio'st, placed for horfe proteAion. 

They'll make good floor-cloths, taylors* meafures ; 

For table coverings, be treafures ; 
With butchers, form for flies moll charming flappers; 

And Monday mommgs at the tub. 

When queens of fuds their linen fcrub, 
Maki. for die blua-nos'd nymphs delightful wrappers. 

West, 
• Peter and John. 

t Correggio's beft pldares were a6kaan]r made ufo of in the 
^yal ftables in the Norths to keep the wind from the uils of 
^^ehorfes. 
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West, I fci^t bft year to fay, 
Thy Angek did tof dcficaqr Imrti 

Their linen fo nvuch co^tkoc& did diiplay : 
What's worfe, each had not abwe half a fluff. 
I tell thee, cambrick fine na webs qi ipiders^ 
Ought to hftv^ deek'd that brace of htfaverdy riders* 

Could not their ^ddle-bags, pray, jump 
To fomewhat longer for each nxpip I 
I'd buy much better at a Wapping fliop. 
By vulgar tongues bapriz'd a Bop I 
Do mind, my friend^ thy hits another time. 
And thou (hsdt cut a figure in oiy ihyme: 
Sublimely towering *midft th' Atlantic roar, 
VH waft thy praifes to thy native* (how ; 
Where Liberty's brave fons their pcans fingj^ 
And cv'n the convift feels himfelf a King. 

od: 

• America. 
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O b E IIL 

The Poet widrdkfh Mr. GAiNiBotx>vGa~£xlubiteth great 
Scripture emdition — Condemneth Mr. Gainsborough's 
plagiarifin-^ivetli the Artill wholefome advice. . . 

IN O W, Gainsborough, let me view thy fhining 
labourSj 
Who, mounted on thy painting throne. 
On other brulhmen look'ft contemptuous down, 

L3lc our great admirals on a gang of fwabbers. 

My eyes broad-ftaring wonder leads 

To yon dear iieft * of royal heads ! 
How each the foul of my attention puQs ! 

Suppole, my friend, thou giv'ft the frame 

A pretty litde Bible name. 
And call'fl: k QolgfUba, the Place of Skulls f 

Say, didft thou reaUy paint 'ena ? (To be free) i ' 
An angel finifc'd Luke's tranfcendcnt linc--^ 

Perchance that civil angel was with thee— 
For let me perifli, if I think them thine. 

Thy 

* A frame fall of heads, in moft htmUe imitation of the 
Royal Faauly. :; 
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Thy dogs ♦ are good ! — but yet, to make thee ftarc. 
The piece hath gained a number of deriders : 

They tell thee^ Genius in it had no (harcj I 

But that thou foully ftorft the curs from Snydehs* 

I do not blanle thy borrowing a hint ; 

For, to be plain, there's nothing in't— 
The man who (corns to do it, is a log i 

An eye, an ear, a tail, a nofe. 

Were modcfty, one might fuppofc; 
But« z-i-ds ! thou mull not fmuggle the whole dog. 

O GAitfSBOROiTGH, Natuic 'plaineth ibre, 
That thou haft kickM her out of door. 
Who in hef bounteous gifts hath been fb free. 
To cull fuch genius out for thee 1 
Lo ! all diy eflfbrts without her are vain ! 
Go find her, kif^ her, and be friends agam. 

Speaks Mule, who formed that matchlefs head. 
The Comiih Boy,t tn tin-mines bred; 

Whofc 

* A fiftore of boys fetting dogs to fight. 
t Oris. 
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Whole nadve gqnlus^ like his diamonds, (hone 
In fecret, till chance gave him to the fun ? 
Tis Jackson's portrait — put the laurel on it, 
Whilft to that tuneful fwan I pour a fonnet. 

SONNET, 
To JACKSON, OF EXETER. 

Enchanting harmonift! the art is thine, 
Unmatch'd, to pour the foul-diflTolving air. 

That feems poor weeping Virtue's hymn divine. 
Soothing the wounded bofom of Despair ! 

O fay, what minftrel of the iky hath given 
To fwell the dirge, fo mufically lorn ? 

Declare, hath dove-ey'd Pity left her heaven. 
And lent thy happy hand her lyre to mourn ? 

So fad, thy founds of hopelefe hearts complain. 
Love, from his Cyprian ifle, prepares to fly ; 

He haftes to liften to thy tender (train. 
And learn from thee to breathe a fweeter figh. 

Yoi. L F ODE 
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O D E V. 

Ti^e great Peter, by a bold Pindaric jump, leapeth fronf 
Sonnet to GnU-catdung.^ 

MeADER, doft know die itoodc of catching Gulls ? 

If not, I will infonn thee— Take a bosOxI, 
And place a fifh upon it for the fools, 

A Iprat, or any fifh by Gulls ador'd v 

Thofe birds, who love a lofty flight/ 
And fometimcs bid the fun good night j 

Spying the glittering bait that floats below; 
Sans cermonte, down they rufli, 
(For Gulls have got no manners) on they ptifli ;* 

And what's the pretty confequence, I trow ? 
They ftrike their gende jobbernowls of lead 
Plump on the board— then lie like boobies dead*' 

deader, thou need'ft not beat thy brains about. 
To make fo plain an application out:—' 
There's many a painting puppy, take my wordy 
Who knocks his filly head againft: a board — 
That might have helped the State— made a good jailor^ 
A nightman, or a tolerable taylor* 
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O D E VI. 

PiTSR difcoTcreth more Ariptural eruditioii— Groweth far- 
cailic on the JBxhibition — Giveth a wonderful account of 

,St. Dtifvis-^Bliiflietk for tlie hpnonr of hja cpontry^ 
Talketk feofiblf qf UieDyc ^i^ CiiAaTiia^and tibeF&BMCH 

KlNC. 

^* r IND mc m Sodom out,'* (exclaim'd the LonJ) 
" Ten gentlemen, the place Ihan't be un/^^» V— 

" That is, I will not burn it ev'iy board :*' — 
The dev*l a Gentleman was to be found ! 

But tbi$ wac rather hard, fince Heav'n well knew 
That every fellow in it was a Jew. 

This houfe is nearly in the fame condition- 
Scarce arc good things aroid thofe wide abodes.—* 

Find me ten piftures in this Exhibition, 
That ought not to be d — n'd, Til bum my Odes ! 

And then the world will be in fits and vapours, 

Juft a$ it was for poor Lord Mansfield's papers.* 

F 2 St. 

* To the irfep^tiMo k>fs of die public^ and tliat great lav 
expounder^ burnt ! burnt in Lord George Gordon's religious con- 
oration.— The Mews-papers howled for months over their afliet. 
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St. Dennis, when his head was taken off, 
Hugg'd it, and kifs'd it — carried it a mile :— • 

This was a pleafant miracle enough. 
That maketh many an unbeliever finile. 

" 'Sblood! 'tis a lie!" ye roar. — Pray do not fwcar. 
Ye may bdievt die wond'rous tale indeed ! 

Speak, hav'n't you faid that many a pifture here 
Was really done by folks without a head ? 

And hav'n't you fworn this inftant, with furprife. 

That he who did that things had neither hands nor eyes ? 

How is it that fuch miferable ftufF 

The Walls of this ftupendous building ftains ? 

The Council's ears with pleafure' I could cuff i ' 
Mind me — I don't fay, batter out their brains. 

What will Duke Chartres fay when he goes home. 

And tcUs King Lewis all about the room ? 



"O 



Why, viewing fuch i fct of red-hot headsy 

Our Exhibition he will liken Hell to; 
Then to the Monarch, who both writes and fead^. 

Give hand-bills of the wond'rous Katterfeltoj 
Swearing th' Academy was all fo flat, ' 
He'd rather fee the wizard and his cat,.. 

ODE 
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ODE vir. 



PeTBR elegaotly and happily depi£leth his great Coofin of 
Thebes — ^Talkcth of Fame — ^Horfewhippcth the painters for 
turning their own trumpeters. 

A DESULTORY way of writing, 

A hop and ftep and jump mode of inditing^ 

My great and wife relation, Pindar, boaftcd : 
Or, (for I love the bard to flatter) 
By jerks, like boar-pigs making water. 

Whatever firft came in his fconcc. 
Bounce, out it flew, like botded ale, at once, 

A cock, a bull, a whale, a foldier roafted. 

What fliarks we mortals are for feme 1 

How poacher-like we hunt the game ! 
No matter, for it, how we play the fool — 

And yet, 'tis plcafing our own laud to hear. 

And really very natural to prefer 
One grain of praife to pounds of ridicule, 

F 3 Ive 
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I've loft all patience with the trade— 

I mean the painters — ^who can't ftay 
To fee their works by cridcifm (U^lay'd, 

And hear what others have to fayj 
l9ut calling Fame a vile old lazy ftnimper» 
Sound their own praife from their oympenfry* trumpet, 

Amidft the hurly-burly of my brain, 
Where the mad Lyric Mufej, with pdn, 
Hanuncrii^ hard verfe her Aull (mptoys^ 
And beats a tinman^s Ihop in noife; 

Catching wild tropes and fimileSj^ 
That hop about like fwarms of fleas— 
WeVe iofi Sir Joshua— Ah ! that chamung el^ 
I'm gricv'd to fay, hath this year loft bimfelf. 

Oh! Richard, thy St. George^ fo brave, 

Wifdom and Prudence could not fave 
From being foully murder'd, my good friend : 

Some weep to fee the woeful figure; 

Whilft others laugh, and many fniggcr. 
As if their mirth would never have an end* 

Pridice 

• At the beginning of the Exhibition, the public papers 
fwanned with thofe felf-adulators. 

t See Mr. Cofway's pidlare of Pmdeace* Wifdom, and Va'<- 
lonr, arming St. George. 
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yrithcc accept th* advice I give with forfow : 
Of poor St. George the ufelefs armour borrow. 

To guard thy own poor corpfe— don't be a mule- 
Take it— e'en now dwa'rt like a hedgehog, quill% 
(Richard, I hope in God thou art not tilled) 

By the dire Ihafts o£ merc'lcfs ridicule* 

Pity it is ! 'ris true 'tis pityl 
As Shakefpeare lamentably fays. 

That thou, in this obferving city. 
Thus nin'ft a wh-r-ng after Praise : 
Widi ftreng defires I really think thee fraught; 
But, Dick, the nymph, fo coy, will not be caught. 

Yet, for thy confolation, mind! 

In this thy wounded pride may refuge find— • 
Think of the Sage who wanted a fine piece; 

Who went, in vain, five hundred miles at leaft. 

On Lais, a fweet ^le de joie, to leaft — 
The Miftreis Robivson of Greccei^ 

Prithee give up, and favc thy paints and oil. 
And don't whole acres of good canvas fpoil : 
Thou'lt lajr, " Lord ! many hundreds do like me.** • 
Lord ! fo have fellows r^W V— nay, forthcr. 
Hundreds of villains have committed murtben 
But, Richard, are thefe precedents for tiee ? 

F 4 PDS 
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ODE VIII. 

Petbr groweth ironically facetioos. 

Nature's a coarfc, vile, daubing jade— 

I've faid it often, and repeat it- 
She doth not underftand her trade— * ^ 

Artifts, ne'er mind ber work, I hope you'll ieat if. 

Look now, for heav'n's fake, at her (kies ! 

What are they ? — Smoke, for certainty^ I know ; 
From chimney -tops, behold ! they rife. 

Made by fome Iweating cooks below^ 

Look at her dirt in lanes, from whence it comes — 
From hogs, and ducks, and geefe, and hprfes' bunis— 
Then tell me, Decency, I muft requcft. 
Who'd copy fuch a dcv'lilh nafty ieafif 

Paint by the yard— ^your canvas Ipread, 
Broad as the main-fail of a man of war— 

Your whale fhall eat up ev'ry other head, 
Ev'n as the fun licks up each fneaking ftar ! 

I do 
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I do aflurc you, bulk is no bad trick- 
By bulky things both men and maids are taken— 

Mind, too, to lay the paints like mortar thick. 
And make your pifhire look as red as bacon. 

All folks love Jize -, believe my rhyme ; 

BuRK£ fays, 'tis parf of the Jublime. 

A Dutchman, I forget his name — Van Grout, 
Van Slabberchops, Van Stink, Van Swab—* 

No matter, though I cannot make it out — 
At calling names I never was a dab : 

This Dutchman then^^ a man of tafte. 

Holding a cheefc that weigh'd a hundred pound. 
Thus, like a burgomafter, fpoke with judgment vafi^^ 

" No poet like my broder ftep de ground: 

^* He be de befteft poet, look ! 

" Dat all de vorld muft pleafe ; 
" Vor he heb vrite von book, 
• «' So big as all dis cheeje !" 

If at a dijlance you would paint a pig. 
Make out each fingle briftle on his back : 

Or if your meaner fubjeft be a wig, 
l^ not the caxon a diftinftncfs lack j 

Elf«i 



74 LYRIC ODES> FOR M>DCC>LXXXXII» 

Elfe, all the lady critics will fo ftarc, 

Aad> angry vow, *^ 'Tis not a bit like hair!'* 

Be fmoodi as glals — ^likc DeKnjsr, finifh high^ 

Then every tongue commends : — 
For people judge not only by the eye. 

But feel your merit by their finger ends ; 
Nay ! clofely n^ngy o'er the pidure dweH^ 
As if to try die goodnefs by the fmelL 

Claude's diftances are too confiis'd-^ 

One floatmg fcene — nothing made out-^ 
. For which he ought to be abus'd^ 

Whofe works have b^n fo cry'd about^ 

Give me the pencil, whofe amazmg flyk 
Makes a bird's beak appear at twenty milci 

And to my view, eyes, legs, and claws will brings 
With ev'ry feather of his tail and wing. 

Make all your trees alike j for Nature's wild-r- 

Fond of variety, a wayward child.— 

To blame your tafte fomc blockheads may preflin^e; 

But mind, that ev'ry one be like a broom. 

Of fteel and pureft filver form your waters. 

And make your clouds like rocks and alligators. 

When- 
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Whene'er you psunt the moon, if you are willing 
To gain applaufe — ^why paint her like a (hilling ? 
Or Sol's bright orb-^be fure to make hina glow 
Prccifdy Jike a guinea, or a Jo*. 
In fhort, to get your piftures prais'd and fbld^ 
Convert, like Midas, every thing to gold, 

1 fee, at CKdlence, you'll come at lafi-^ 
Your clouds are made of very brilliant ftuffi 

The bhies on China mug3 are now furpafe'd. 
Tour fun-iets yteki not to brick walls, nor buffi 

In ftumps of trees your art fo finely thrives. 
They really look like golden-hafted knives ! 
Go on, my lads — leave Nature's difmal hue. 
And ihe, ere long, will come and coipy you. 



ODB 



* A Portugal coan^ tfulgarlj called a Johannes. 



.% 
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ODE IX. 

The rttblime Peter conclodeth in a fweat. 

X HUS have I finifh'd, for this rime. 

My Odes, a little wild and rambling -f 
May people bite like gudgeons at my rhyme I 

I long to fee them fcrambling — 
Then very foon Til give *em more (God willing) j 
But this is full fufficient for 2Lfiilling\ 
For fuch a trifle, /ucb a heap ! 
Indeed I fell my goods too cbeap^ 

Finifh'd ! a difappointed artift cries. 
With open mouth and ftraining eyes ; 

Gaping for praife, like a young crow for meat— ^ 
" Lord ! why you have not mentioned me !" 
Mention thee ! 

Thy impudence hath put me in a fweat— 
What rage for fame attends both great and fmall ! 
Better be d — ^n'd, than not be nam"d at all ! 

LYRIC 

• Now eighteen-pence, with additions. 
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O D E I. 

The diviiie Fbtsr givetli an account of a conference he held 
M year with Satire^ who advifeth him to attadc feme q( 
the R. A.'s, to tear Mr. Witr's works to pieces, abufe 
Mr. Gaxnsbor^vch, hXL foul of Mrs. Cos way's Sampfon^ 
aod gi^e a gentle ftroke on the hack •f Mr. Rigauo^— 
The Poet's gentle anfwer to Sati**— The 04e of Remon- 
ftrance tliat Pbtxr received 4m account of his Lyrics-— 
Satire's reply— Pbtrr's refolutxon* 

^' JNI OT, not this year the lyric Peter fings— 
** The great R. A/s have wilh'd my fong to ccafc j 

" I will not pluck a feather from your wings — 
" So> Sons of Canvas! take your naps in peace**^ 

Such was my laft year's gracious Ipeech^ 
Sweet as the Kings to Commons and to Peers, 

Always with fenfe and tropes as plum-cake rich ^ 
A lufcious banquet for his people's ears ! 

^ Not write !" cry'd Satire, red as fire with rage— ^ 
•* Tlus inftant glorious war with Dulnefs wage ; 

« Take, 
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*^ Take, take my fupple-jack> 

'^ Play St. Bartholomew with many a back ! 
*' Flay half th* Academic imps alive ! 
" Smoke, fmoke the drones of that ftupendous hive. 

'^ Begin with George's idol, West; ^ 

*^ And then proceed in order with the reft t 
*^ This moment knock me down his Mafter Mofes^, 
^* On Sinai's Mountain, where his nofe is 

*^ Cock'd up fo pertly plump againft the Lord, 
" Upon my word, 
" Widi all that eafe to Him who rules above, 
^' As if that Heaven and he were hand and glove.'* 

'^ Indeed,'* quoth I, ** the piece hath points of merit, 
*^ Though not poffefs'd throughout of equal fpirit." 

** What !" anfwer'd Satire, not knock Mofes down! 

" O ftupid Peter ! what the devil mean ye ? 
** He looks a dapper barber of the town, 

** With paper fign-board out-^* Shave for a penny/ 

*^ Obfcrve the faucy Ifraelitc once more— 

€c Wears he the countenance that fhould adore ? 

" No! 
• Mofcs recdving the Law on Mount Sinai. 
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'' No ! 'ris a fon of lather — a rank prig ; 
*' Who, 'ftead of begging of the Lord the Law, 
" With fober looks, and reverential awe, 

" Seems pertly tripping up to fetch his wig, 

" With all her thunder bid the Mufe 
" FaU furious on the groupe of Jews, 

*' Whofc jQioulders are adorn'd with Cbriftian faces % 
" For by each phiz, (I fpeak without a gibe) 
" There's not an Ifraelite in all the tribe — 

" Not that they are encumber'd by the Graces, 

" Strike off the head of Jeremiah*, 
" And break the bones of old Ifaiahf ; 

" Down with the duck-wing'd Angels J, that abreaft 
" Stretchfrom a thing called cloudy and, by their looks, 
" Wear more the vifage of young rooks 

** Cawing for viftuals from their neft. 



*o 



" Deal Gainsborough a lafh, for pride fo ftiff, 
** Who robs us of fuch pleafure for a §miff; 

Vol. I. . G « Whofe 

♦ A pidare by Mr* Weft, f Another pidlure by Weft. 

I In the Apotheofis, a pidture by Weft. 

S This extraordinary and celebrated artift, too petulantly 
ififiiting on a violation of a law of the Academy, in order to 
exhibit a pi^ure in a light fuitable to his wiihes^ feceded from 
the Royal Academy on the difappointment. 
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^^ Whofe pencil, when he choofes, can be chafte", 
« Give Natuiie's farmy and pleafc the eye of TASTEt^ 

" Of cuts oh Sampfon* don't be (paring, 
" Between two garden-rollers ftaring, 

" Shown by the lovdy Dalilah foul play? 
** To atonns tear that f Frenchman's trafh ; 
^^ Then bounriftdiy deal the lafli 

*^ On fuch as dar'd to dub him an R. A.'*^^ 

^bus Satire to the gende Poet cry'd; 

And tbusy with lanib-like fwcetnefsy I rcply'd:-— 

" Dear Satire ! pray cohfult nfty life atod cafe; 
*^ Were I to write whatever you defire, 
<* The fat would all be feirly m the fire^ 

" R. A's furround me like a fwarm of bees^ 
^^ Or like a flock of fmall birds round a fowl 
^ Of folemn fpecuktion, call'd an Owl/* 

Quoth I, " O Satire, I'm a fimple youth, 
^' Muft make my fortune, therefore not fpeak truth, 

" Although 

f A picture by Mrs. Cofway.' f Rigaadr 
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^' Athough as ftcrHng as the Holy Bible: 

(< frutb naakes it (Man$fi£LD fays) the more a libel I 

" I (hall not deep in peace withm my hutch; 

" Like DoJtor Johnfon*, I have faid too much.'* 

When Mount Veluvius j- pour'd his flames. 
And fiighten'd all the Naples dames. 
What did the ladies of the city do ? 
Why, oider'd a fat Cardinal to go 

With good St. Januarius's head. 
And (hake it at the Mountain 'midft his riot. 
To try to keep the bully quiet : 

The Parfon went, and ftiook the jowl, and fped ; 
Snug was the word; the flames at once kept houfe ; 
The fn^ten*d Mount grew mute as any moufe« 

Thus, fhould Lord Mansfield from his bench agree 
To fliake his lion mane-likej wig at me, 

G 2 And 

* Tlie ftory goes, that Sam, before his political cotrvtrfimit 
replied to his prefent Majefty, in the library at Buckingham- 
^ode, on being a&ed by the Monarch, '^ Why he did not 
"write more?"—" Pleafe your Majefty, I have written too 
** MMcB** So candid a declaration, of which the fturdy moralifl 
did not believe one fyllable, procured him a penfion, and a 
nozzle. 

t See Sir William Hamilton's account* 
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And bid his grim-look'd myrmidons affail; 
With heads Mcdufan, and with hearts of bone^ 
Lo ! if they did not turn me into ftone^ 

Yet might they turn my limbs into a jaih 

Read, read this Ode, juft come to hand. 

Giving the Mufe to underftand 

That cruelty and fcandal fwell her fong, 

And that 'twere better far (he held her tongue* 



To PETER PINDAR, Esd. 

A beautiful Fable, and charminglj told ; but unfortunately the 
xoguiih author leaves us in the dark with refpe^ to his real 
meaning ; that is« whether the compliment to the Lady be 
ferious or ironical. 

A. Thousand frogs, upon a fummcr's day. 
Were (porting 'midft the funny ray. 
In a large pool, reflefting every face;— ^ 

They fhow'd their gold-lac'd clothes with pride> 

In harmlefs fallies, frequent vied, 
And gambol'd through the water with a grace. 
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It happened that a band of boys, 

Obfenrant of their harmlcfs joys, 
Thoughdcfs, refolv'd to Ipoil their happy fport ; 

One frenzy feiz'd both great and fmall ; 

On the poor frogs the rogues began to fall. 
Meaning to fplafti them, not to do them hurt. 

Lo, as old authors fmg, * the ftoncs 'gan pour,' 

Indeed an *Otaheite fhow'r! 
The confcquence was dreadful, let me tell ye ; 

One's eye was beat out of his head. 

This limp'd away, that lay for dead ; 
Here moum'd a broken back, and there a belly. 

Amongft the finitten, it was found. 

Their beauteous Queen receiv'd a v/ound ; 

The blow gave ev*ry heart a figh. 

And drew a tear from ev'ry eye : 
At length King Groak got up, and thus begun: 
" My lads, you think diis very pretty fun ! 

" Your pebbles round us fly as thick as hops i 
^ Have warmly complimented all our chops : 

G 3 To 

• See the Otahcite Journals. 
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^^ To you I guels that thefe are plea&nt ftones \ 
" And fo they might be to us frogs, 
'^ You damn'd young good-fer-nodiing dogis, 

^^ But that they are fo hard, they break oujr bones.*' 

Peter ! thou mark'ft the meaning of dus &ble— - 
So put thy Pegafus mto the ftables 
Nor wantoiT, thus with cruel pride. 
Mad, Jehu-like, o'er harmlefs people ride. 

To drop the metaphor, the Fnir*, 
Whofe works thy Mufe forbore to Ipare, 

Is bleft with talents Envy muft approve 5 

And didft thou know her heart, thou fure wouldfl fay, 
*^ Perdition catch the cruel lay !" 

Then fhike thy lyre to Innocence and Love. 



" Poh, poh!" cry'dSATiRp, withafmile, 
" Where is the glorious freedom of our Iflc^ 
'* If not permitted to call names ?** 
Methought the ailment had weight: 
*' Satire," quoth I, *^ you're very right"— 
So once more forth volcanic Peter flames ! 

GDI 
• Mrs, Cofway , 
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ODE n. 

The Poet correfteth the Mnfe's warmth^ who beginneth with 
Ikde left duui calling names— Hinteth at fomc academic 
giant»— And condiideth with a pair of apt and elegant 
fimilies. 

^' XaGRAGS and bobtails of the facred brulh !"— 
For Heaven's fake, Mufe, be prudent:— jHufli ! hufhl 

The Ode with too much violence begins: [hulh j 
The great R. A.\ fo jealous of their fame. 
Win all declare, of them we make a game ; 
And then, the Lord have mercy on our fkins ! 

Think what a formidable phalanx, Mufe, 
Strengthened by Meffieurs Garvay and Rioaud^ 
and Co. 

How dangerous fuch a body to abufe j 

Then there's among the Academic crew^ 
A Man * that made the Frefident look blue; 
Brandifli'd his weapon with a whirlwind's forces. 
Tore by the roots his flouriftiing difcourfes ; . 
And Iwore his own fwcet Irifh howl could pour 
A half a dozen fuch^ in half an hour. 

G 4 Be 

• Mr, Bar.iy. 
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Be prudent, Mufe ! once more I pray — 
In vain I preach ! th' advice is thrown away : 
Ev'n now ye turn your nofe up with a fiieer. 
And cry — Lord ! Reynolds has no caufc to fear: 
When Barry dares the Prefident to fly on, 

*Tis like a moufe, that, worked into a rage^ 

Daring moft dreadful war to wage. 
Nibbles tlie tail of the Nemaean lion i 

Or like a loufe, of mettle full, 
Nurs'd in fome giant's (kuU^ 
Becaufe Goliah fcratch'd him as he fed. 
Employs with vehemence his angry claws. 
And gaping, grinning, formidable jaws. 
To carry off the Giant's Head ! 



ODB 
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ODE III. 

The Poet addrefTeth Sir William Chambers, a gentlemai^ 
of confequence in the cledion of R. A.'s — He accufeth the 
Knight of a partial and ridiculous diftribution of the acade- 
mic honours— %Threateneth him with rhyme — Advifeth a 
reformation. 

v/NE minute, gentle Irony, retire — 
Beholdl I'm graver than a muftard pot; 

The Mufe, with bile as hot as fire. 
Could Q^Wfooly puppy y blockhead^ and " what notj* 

As brother Horace has it — tumet jecur : 

Nor in her angry progrefs wiU I check her. 

'^m told, that Satan has been long at work 

To brink th' Academy into difgrace ; 
Oh I may that Member's b-ck-de feel his fork. 
Who dares to violate the facred place ! 
Who dares the Devil join 
In fo nefarious a defign ? 
Yet, lo ! what dolts the honours claim ! 
I leave their Works to tell their name. 



Th' 
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It made a tax on candles and fhoe-leatherj 

Of monftrous ufc in dirty weather : 

It alfo made a tax on butchers' fhops. 

So fpread its influence o'er poetic chops ; 

A moft alarming tax to ev'ry poet, 

Whofe poor lank greyhound ribs with fbrrow fliow it. 

Therefore, Sir Knight, pray mend your manners. 
And don't choofe coblers, blackfmiths, tinkers, tanners ; 
Some people love the converfe of low folks. 
To gain broad grins for good-for-nothing jokes — 
Though tboUy 'midft dulnefs, mayft be pleas'd to Jhiney 
Reynolds (hall ne'er fit cheek-by-jowl with Swinb, 



0D£ 
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O D E IV. 

The Poet again paycth his refpefts to Sir William Cham- 
BSKS-^ompIaineth of his illiberalit/ in his choice of 
R, A.*s— Advifcth him to keep company with PRVDENeE; 
whom he defcribeth moft naturally— He threateneth the 
Knight— Concludeth with a beautiful fimile« 

1 HE Mufe is in tlie fidgets— can't fit ftill — 
She muft hdve t'other talk with youj Sir Will. 
Since her lafl Ode^ with forrow hath fiie heard 

You want not men with heav'nly genius bleft^ 
But wi(h the title of R. A. conferred 

On fiich as catch the bugs and ipiders bed; 
Wafli of the larger flatues beft the faces. 
And clean the dirty linen of the Graces j 
Scour beft the flcins of the young marble brats, 
Trap nice, and clear th* A(^ademy from rats. 

You look for men whofe heads are rather tnbbifij 
Or, drum-like, better form'd for found than fenfe i 
Plcas'd with the fine Arabian to difpenfe, 

You want the big-bon^d draybor/e for your rubbijb. 

Raifc 
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Raife not the Mufe's anger, I defire ; 
High-born, (he's hotter than the lightning's firej 
And proud ! (believe the Poet's word) 
Proud as the lady of a new-made lord j 
Proud as, in all her gorgeous trappings drcftj 
Fat Lady Mayorefs at a city fcafti 
Whofe fpoufe makes wigs, or fome fuch glorious thing. 
Shoes, gbves, hats, ni^tcaps, breechesj for the King ! 

Prudence, Sir William, is a jewel; 
Is clothes, and meat, and drink, and fuel 1 
Prudence ! for man the very beft of wives. 
Whom Bards have feldom met with in their lives; 
Which ariis doth accoiint for, in fome meafure^ 
Their grievous want of worldly treafure. 
On which the greateft blockheads make thdr br&gs ; 
And (howeth why we fee, inftead of lace. 
About the Poet's back, with little grace, 
Thofe fluttering, French-like followers, call'd rags* 

Prudence ! a fweet, obliging, curtfying lafs, 
Fit through this hypocritic world to pais ! 
Who kept at firft a little peddling (hop. 
Swept her own room, twirl'd her own mop, 

Walh'd 
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Wafh'd her own fmocks, caught her own fleas. 
And rofc to feme and fortune by degrees ; 
Who, when ftic cnter'd other people's houfes. 
Till ipoke to, was as filent as a moufe is ; 
And of opinions, though. poffcfs'd a (lore. 
She left them, with her pattens, at the door. 

Sir William, youVe a hound ! and hunting Fame : 
Undoubtedly this Lady is fair game : 
But, Nimrod, mind — my Mufe is whipper-in ! 
So that if ever you difgrace. 
By turning cur, your noble race. 
The Lord have mercy on your curlhip's Ikin ! 



0P£ 
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ODE V. 

The Poet openeth his account of the Exhibitors at the Aca-* 
demy— Praifeth Reynolds -^Half damneth Mr. Wbst-& 
Completely damneth Mr. Wrioht of Derby. 



LUSE, fing the wonders of the prcfent year: 
Declare what works of fterling worth appear. 
Reynolds, his heads divine, as ufual, gives. 
Where Titian'3 and Corregio's genius lives ! 
Works I Vm afraid, like beauty 6f rare quality. 
Born foon to fede ! too fubjeft to mortality ! 

West moft judicioufly my counfel takes. 
Paints by the acre — ^witnefs Parfon Peter*: 

For garbs, he very pretty blankets makes, 
Deferving praifes in the fweeteft metre. 

The flefli of Peter's audience is not good — 
Too much like ivory, and ftone, and wood i 
Nor of the figures dare I pnufe th' expreffion^ 
VfixJti/ome folks thought a trifli of tranfgfeffion. 

West 

• PeteT preaching, by Weft. 
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W£ST> your L^ Supper is a hungry piece : 
Tour Tyburn Saints will not your fame incrcafc; 
With looks fb thieviih, with fuch ikins of copper ! 
Were they for fale, as Heaven's my judge. 
To givis five farthings for them I ihould grudge. 
Nay, ev'n my old tobacco-ftopper. 

Cmdour muft own, that frequently thy paints 

Have play'd the Devil with the Saints : 

For mel 1 fancy them like doves and throftles ! 
But ibou, if we believe fby art, 
Enou^ to make us pious Chriftians ftart, 

Haft very (curvy notions of Apoftlcs. 

What of thy ♦ landfcape fhall I fay. 

Holding the old white fow, and fucking litter? 
Curs'd be the moment, curs'd the day. 

Thou gav*ft the Mufe fuch reafon to be bitter I 
But Muie, be foft towards him — only Jigb 
'* More damned ftuff was never feen with eye/' 

Vot. L H Thou 

* A moft pitiable performance indeed. — It may be fairly 
called the drtage of the art. 



Thou really dbft not equal Dfel^by Wwoht \ . 

The Man of Night! 
0*er woolteh hiHs, where gold and fUver moons 
Now mount like fixpencesj and now balloons ; 
Where fea-refleftions, nothing natural tell ye. 
So much like fiddle-ftringa, or vermicelli -, 
Where ev'ry thing exclaimeth, how fevere ! 
" What are we ?** ahd ^' what bus'nefs have we here?" 

CDS 

* A painter of moon*light4.-^In this aew edidon of the 
Odes^ it is bnt jaft to acknowledge, that the author has feen 
fome landfcapes of a late date^ by this artift, that do I^im great 
credit. 
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ODE VI. 

The Poet addreiTeth Majefty^Fleadeth the caafe ef poor, 
flanring Poetryr—He acknowledge th in a former Ode the 
kindnefles of Fame» yet throweth out a Uifit to his Majefty ' 
that his finances may be improved— He relateth a marvellous . 
ftory of a Jefnit — Recommecdeth fqmethiQg funUar to hlc 
Sovereign. 

AN'T pkafe your Majefty, I'm overjoy'd 
To find your family fo fond of Painting ; 

I wifti her lifter Poetry employed — 
Poor, dear negle6bed girl ! with hunger fainting. 

Your Royal Grandfire, (truft me, I'm no fibber) 

Was vaftly fond of Miftcr Coi;.tEy Gibber. 

For fubjefls, how his Majefty would hunt ! 

And if a battle grac'd the Rhine, or Wefer, 
He'd cry — ^^ Mine poet fal mak Ode upon't !" 

Then forth there came a iflaming Ode to CiESAR^ 

Dread Sire, pray rccolleft a bit- 
Some glorious adion of your life ; 

And then your humble poet's wit. 
Sharp as a razor, or a new-ground knife, 

H % Shall 
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Shall mount you oq her glorious balloon Odes^ 
Like Rome's great CiCSAR^ to th* immortal Gops *• 

A Naples Jefuit, History declares^ 

On flips of paper fcribbled prayers. 
Which fhow'd of wifdom great profundity; 

Then fold them to the country folks. 

To give their turkeys, hens, and ducks. 
To bring increafe of fowl-fecundity : 

It anfwer-d.-^On their turkeys, ducks, and hens, 
The country people all were fiill of brags— 

Whofe little bums, in barns^ and mows, and fens. 
Squat dqwn, and laid like conjuration bags. 

" I wiih this fage experiment were try'd 
" OnmCy^ cries Musk, n>y gentljc bride; 

*' And flips of paper giy'n me, with this pray'r*'— 
*' Pay to fbe bearer fifty pounds at fight" — 
" My fweet prolific powers 'twould fo delight ! 

" I'd breed like a tame rabbit or a hare!'* 

Muse, give thine idle fupplication o'er-^^ 
And know that AvARrcs is always poor. 

ODB 

• Divifam Iinperiam« cum JovCj Ctefar habet. 
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O D fi VII. 

The following Odb was written joft after the great craffies and 
fidls at Somerfet Hoofe.— I^btbr U cWmingly ironical. 

OIR William ! tdvtt'd with Chinefe renbwn, 
Whofe houfes* are no fooner up than down. 

Don't heed the dilcontented Nation's cry I 
Tbine are religious houfes !— very bumble i 
Upon liitn faces much inclul'd to ttlrttble; 

So meek, they cannot keep their heads on bi^. 

I know the fbolifli kingdom all runs riot> 

Calling aloud for Wyat, Wyat, Wyat I 
Who on their good opinion hourly gainsi 

But where lies Wy at's merit ? — ^What his praife ? 

Abroad this roving man (pent half his days» 
Contemplatbg of RoMB> die great renuins4 

This Wyat's works a clajjic tajle combine. 
Who ftudied thus the ancients o'er and oVrj 

But, lo ! the greater reputation thine. 
To do what no man ever did before. 

H 3 ODB 

* I take it for ghmled» that the houfes in general boilt b^ 
the Kright, are at much in the ft/lc of gingerbread as Somec- 
rct'Hoafc; ' ' ' ■ 
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ODE viir. 

PsTfiii's accoant of wonderful RBLi(;(UEs in France, wltfir 
the devotion paid to them — The fenfible applicauon to 
Painters and Painting, hj vrzy of fimile. 

AN Francej fome years ago — ^fome twenty-three. 
At a fam'd church, where hundreds daily joftic, 

I wifely paid a pried fix fols to fee 
The thumb of Thomas the Apoftle. 

Gaping upon Tom's thumb, with me in wonder. 
The rabble rais'd its eyes, like ducks in thunder; 
Becaufe in virtues it was vaftly rich. 
Had cur'd pofltfs'd of devils, and the itchj 
Work'd various wonders on a fcabby pate; 
Made litde fucking children ftrait. 

Though crook'd like ram's-horns by the rickets i 
Made people fee, though blind as moles i 
And made your fad, hyfterlc fouls. 
As gay as grafshoppers and crickets j 
Bf ought nofes back -again to faces. 
Long ftol'n by f^enus and her Graces ^ 

And 



And efe& ta fill their parent fockets^ 
Of which &d liorrec had. pick'd their .pockets f 
Lo! had the FtitStpermitUdy wid»'tfacir.ki^cs. 
The -mob hzd fmack'd this holy, tlnioibto pieces# 

Though, Reader, *twas not the Apoftlc*s thumb- 
But mum !— 
k play'd a3 well of miracles the trick. 
Although a painted piece of rotten ftick ! 

For fix fols more, behold ! to view, was bolted 
A. feather of the Angel Gabrierswjng! 

Whether 'twas pi wk*d by force,. or cj^jpijy cndted. 
No holy legends ttU, nor poets &ig. 

But was it Gabriers feather, heav'nly Mufes ? 

It was not Gabriers feather, but* a Goofe's ! . 

But ftay ! from truth .we would not w^lh to;\j¥qider, 

For, probably, the owner was ^ Gan^r, ./ * 

Painters ! you take me right : — The Mufe fuppofes 
Tou make your cct^^de^aHre daihes, 

Ghrifleo: diem .eyes, and^chseksy . and lip^' and nofes^ 
QcBids, chins, and .^diiflccrs, . and- e^^lafises ; 

As like, perhaps, as a 1»r(e isrlike a^pium. 

Or 'forefaid ftick, St. Tom th' Apoftle's thumb. 

H 4 With.- 
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With purer q^es the Britiih vulgar fees ; 
We are no Crawthumpers^. no Devotees; 
So that, whiene'er yoyr figuxes are mere wood^ 
Our eyes will never deem 'em flefh and blood. . 



ODE IX. 



The generous Pitbi. refcaeth the immortal Raphael horn 
the obloc[uy of Michael Aroelo— The Poet moralizetk-* 
Telleth a ftory not to the credit of Michael Angblo, and 
nobly defondetk Raphael's name againft his inTidsoaa 
attack — Conclndeth with a moft lage obfervation* 

-How difficult in Artifb to allow 

To brother bruflimen ev*n a grain of merit! 

Wiihing to tear the laurels from their brow, . 
They fhew a fniv'ling, diabolic fpirit. 

So 'tis, however moralifts may chatter ! 
What's wode ftill — ^nature will.be always naturet 
We can't brew Burgundy fh>m four ilinaU hear. 
Nor make a Glken purfe of a few's ear. 

Sweet 
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Sweet is the voice of Praise ! — from eve to mom. 
From blufliing mom to darkling eve again. 

My Mufe the brows of Merit could adom, 
And^ laik-like, fwell the panegyric ftrain« 

Praise, like the balm which evening's dewy ftar 
Sheds on die dnx>ping herb and faindng ffewer, 

lifts modeft, pining Merit from defpair. 
And gives her clouded eye a golden hour. 

P-x take me if I ever read the ftory 

Of Michael Angelo, without fome Iwearingj 
Tis luch a flice cut off from his great glory : 

He furdy had been brandying it, or beering: 
That is, in plainer Englifli, he was drunk. 
And Candour from the man with horror (hrunlu 

Raphael did honour to the Roman fchool. 
Yet Michael Angelo did call him fool. 
When working in the Vatican, would ftare. 
Throw down his brufh, and ftamp and fwear. 
If e*er a porter let him in — he'd ftone hims 
And, if he Raphael caught, moft furely bpne him. 

He 
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He fworc the world was a rank aft. 
To pay a compliment to Raphael's fiuff\ 
For that he knew the fellow well enough. 

And that his paltry metal would not pais^. 

Such was the language of this falfe Italian: 
One time he chriften'd Raphael a Pygnwlion; 

Swore that his madams were composed of ftonej 
Swore his expreffions were like owls io^ tame. 
His drawings, like the lameft cripple, lame \ 

That, as for compofition, he had none. 

Young artifts ! thefe aflTertions I deny; 
'Twas vile ill manners — not to fay a lie: 
R A p H A E L did real excellence mherit j 

And if you ever chance to paint as Veil, 

I bond fide do foretel. 
You'll certainly be men of merit. 



#11; 
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O D E X. 

The goffipping Pbtkr telletli a ilrange Story, and tnut though 

JtroMgi — Sccmcth to entertain no very elevated opinions of the 

wtfdom of Kings— Hinteth at the narrow efcape of Sir Jos h u a 

Reynolds— Mr. Ramsay's riches— A recommendation of 

flattery as a fpecific in fbrtmie-making. 

X'M told, and I believe the ftory. 

That a fam'd Queen of Northern brutes, 
A Gentlewoman of prodigious glory. 
Whom ev'ry fort of epithet well fuits j 
Whofc hufband dear, juft happening to provoke her. 
Was fhov'd to Heaven upon a red-hot poker. 
Sent to a certain KiKC, not King of France--^ 
Defiring by Sir Joshua's hand his I^hiz — 
What did* the Royal Quiz ? 
Why, damn'd genteelly, fat to Mr. Dance !♦ 

Then 

* The trvi^ . rqrfoti thgf indticcd his Mtjefty to fit to Mr, 
Dakcb, was nothing lefs than Uudahle Royal economy. Mr* 
Dancb charged Fify Pounds for a pifture— Sir Jos h ua Rey- 
nolds' price was fomewhat more than a Hundred — a very great 
difference in the markctiprice of paint and cam^as ; and, let me 
fay, juftified the preference given to the man who worked 
ibeaf^. 



lOS LYRIC ODSSj FOR MjDCC^LltXXV* 

Then fent it to the Northern Queen — 

As fwect a bit of wood as e'er was feen ! 

And therefore moft unlike the Princely Hbad— * 

He might as well have fent a pig of lead. 

Down ev'ry throat the piece was cramm'd 

As done by Reynolds, and defcrv*dly damn'd; 

For as to Mafter Dancb's an. 

It ne'er was worth a fingle ! 

Reader, I blush ! — am delicate this time I 
So let tiy impudence fiipply the rhyme. 

Thank God ! that Monarchs cannot Tafte controul. 
And make each fubjeft's poor, fubmiiliTe ibul 
Admire the work that Judgement oft cries fie on : 
Had things been k^ poor Reynolds we had feen 
Painting a barber's pole— an ale-hoafe queen. 
The cat and gridiron, or the old red-lion ! 
At ♦Plympton, p'rhaps, for fome grave Doftor Slop^ 
Painting the pots and botdes of the Ihopj 
Or in the Drama, to get meat to munch. 
His brufh divine had piftur'd fcenes for Punch ! 

Whilft 

• Sir Jolhiia'a native (pot, in Devonihire. 
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Whflft West was whelping 'midft his paints, 
Mofes and Aaron, and all fort of Saints ! 
Adams and Eves, and fnakes and apples. 
And dcv*ls, for beautifying certain Chapels : 
But Reynolds is no favourite, that's the matter; 
He has not learnt the noble art — to flatten* 

Thrice happy times, when Monarchs find them hard 
things 

To teach us what to view with admirarion ; 
And, like their heads on halfpence and brais farthings. 

Make their opinions current through the nation ! 

IVc Heard that Ramsay,! when he died. 
Left juft nine rooms well ftufPd with Queens and Kings ; 
From whence all nations might have been fupply'd, 
That long'd for valuable things. 
Viceroys, ambafladors, and plenipo's. 
Bought them to join their rarce-lhows 

In foreign parts. 
And (hew the progrefs of the Britifh arts. 

Whether 

• This Ode was compofed before Sir Joshua was dubbed 
King's Painter. Poffibly the great artift dreamt of my Beau- 
tiful Lyric, and purfued its advice. 

t Late painter to his Majefty. 
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Whether they purchased by the pound or yard^ 
I cannot tell, becaufe I never heard ; 
But this I know, his {hop was like a fair. 
And dealt mpft largely in this Royal Ware, 

Sec what it is to gain a Monarch's finile ! 
And haft thou mifs'd it, Reynolds, all this while I 
How ftupid ! pr'ythee, feck the Courtier's School* 
And learn to manufa£lure oil of fool. 

Flattery's the turnpike-road to Fortune*s door— 
Truth is a narrow lane, all fiiU of quags. 
Leading to broken heads, abufe, and rags. 

And workhoufcs — fad refuge for the poor ! 

Flattery's a mountebank fo fpruce — gets riches; 
Truth, a plain Simon Pure, a Quaker Preacher, 
A moral-mender, a difgufting teacher. 

That never got a fxxpence by her fpcechcs ! 



OD£ 
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ODE XI. 

Tbe loftf PsTBit beginneth with an original fimile^-DIfpIayetli 
a deep knowledge of HoMta and modern Ouchefles-^CoQ- 
cludeth with a prophecy about his Sovereign. 

A AINTERS who figure in the Exhibition, 
Arc pretty nearly in the fame condition 

With cocks on Shrovc-tide, which the feafon gathers; 
Flung at by cv'ry lubber, cv'ry brat, 
Pofiefling ftrength enough to throw a bat. 

To break their bones^ and knock about their feathers* 

This little difference, however, lies 
Between the painter and the fowl, I find : 

The artift for the poft of danger tries — 
The fowl is faften'd much againft his mindi 

Who danuis his fentence, would annul it — 
Sue out his habeas corpus^ and, indead 
Of bemg beat with bats about, the head. 

Make handibme love to a fmart pullet. 

A^nd yet the painter like a booby groans. 

Who courts the very bats which break his bones. 

But 
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But who from fcandal b exempt ? 

fFbc does not meet, at times, contempt? 

Great Jovs, the God of Gods, in figures rich> 
Oft call'd the Queen of Heav'n a &ucy bitch; 
Achilles* call'd great Agamemnon hog. 
An impudent, deceitful, dirty dog ! 

Behold our lofty Ducbejfes pull caps, 
And give each other's reputations raps. 

As freely as the drabs of Druiy's fchools 
And who, pray, knows that George our gracious King, 
(Said by his courtiers to know every thing) 

May not, by future times, be call'd a Fool ? 

ODE 
• Vide Homer, 
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ODE XII. 

The Sard fcnfibly reproveth the young artifts for their propen- 
fity to aba(e— Moft wittily compareth them to horfewleechcs, 
gaine-cockf> and ciirs^ 

X HE mean, the ranc'rous jealoufics that fwell 
In ibme fad artifts' fouls, I do defpife ; 

Inftcad of nobly ftriving to excel. 
You ftrive to pick out one the other's eyes* 

To be a Painter, was Corregio's glory: 

His ipeech Ihould flame in gold — *^ Sono Pittore," 

But what, if truth were fpoke, would he your fpeeches ? 
This — " We're a fet of fame- fucking horfe-leeches ; 
" Without a blufli, the pooreft fcandal fpeakipg — 
" Like cocks, for ever at each other beaking ; 
" As if the globe we dwell on were fo fmall, 
" There really was not room enough for all." 

Young men !— 
I do prefume that one of you in ten 
Has kept a dog or two, and has remark'd, 
That when you have been comfortably feeding. 
The curs, without one atom of court breeding, 
With watery jaws, have whin'd, and paw'd, and bark'd; 
Vol. I. I Show'd 
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Show*d anxioufnefs about the mutton bone, 
And, 'ftcad oi your moudi, wilh*d it in their ov^i 
And if you gave this bone to one or t'other, 
Heav'ns, what a iharling, quarrelling, and pother! 
This, probably, has touched you to the quick. 
And made you teach good manners by a kick 5 
And if the tumult was beyond all bearing. 
You treated them with fweet emphatic fwearing. 
An eloquence of wond'rous ufe in wars, 
Amongft fea- captains and the brave jack-tars. 

Now tell me honeftly — pray don't ye find 
Somewhat in Chriftians juft of the fame kind 

That ye expericnc'd in the curs, 

Caufing your anger and demurs ? 
As, for example, when your miftrefs. Fame, 
Wifhing to celebrate a worthy name, 
Takes up her trump to give the juft applaufe; 

How have you, puppy-lik?, paw'd, wifh'd, and 
whin'd. 

And growl'd, and curs'd, and fwore, and pin'd. 
And long'd to tear the trumpet from her jaws I 
The dogs defcrv'd ibeir kicking to be furc; 
But youl O fie, boys 1 go and fin no mort« 



C "$ J 
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^lill co&paffidnacte ttrnt Um^iiteth the destthot MttidvUi^ 
an R. A;-^Recomihettdeth hitn to Oblitionj the great 
PatroiL of a number of gmutis^ 

TriERE's tmS R* A- rtiOrt d«ad! ftitf^ is jxjor 

MoNiJ 

His works be with liltn tindtfr the fame ftoMi 
I think thtf facred art trill noft befmdan 'dm; 
Butj Mufe \^^Di morttds nil nifi bonum^ 
As to fats hdft a trar'Ueri with a iheerj 
S^ cif his dead fmall been 

Go dieni poor Honb I and jdin a ntimeroUs tiaiii 
Sunk in Oblivion's wide pacific ocean; 
And may its wliale-like ftoolach feel no motion 

to caft theej like a Jon ah j up again« 



I % ODS 



f. x,6 X 



ODE XIV. 

Tlic Poet exhibiteth the inconllancy of the world, by % moft 
elegant comparifon of a flock of ftarlings. 

JL OUNG artifts, it may fo fall out^ ' 
That folks fliall make a grievous rout ; . . 
Follow yx)u— ^praife your.p'ainting to the ikies ^ 

When, probably, a ribband, (fie upon it !) 

A feather, or a tawdry bonnet. 
Caught, by its glarCy their wonder-fpying cycs» 

Therefore, don't thence fuppofe that ye inherit 
Mountains of unexampled merits 
That alwct^s ye Ihall be purfu'd. 
And like a wond'rous beauty woo'd. 

Great is the world's inconftancy, God knows !— 
Fame, like the ocean, ehhs^ as well as flows \ 
Next year the million pitches on a rufF, 
A balloon cap, a fhawl, a muffj 

For 
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For jfW, nb longer cares a finglp rufli. 
Following Jomt other bfother of the brufb. 

To raifc to -nobler flights the Mufc*s wing, 
^A Jimile\ a very pretty thing ; 
To whofe fweet aid Tm oft a humble debtor, 

T'illuftrate with niore foice the thing 1 mean ; 

And if the ftmile be neat and clean, 
fant mieux — that is— ^/i mttcb^tbe better . 

Therefore, young folks, as there's a great deal in't, 
Accept one juft imported from the mint, 

YouVe feen a flock of ftarlings, to be fure, 
A hundred thoufand in a mefs or more; 
Who fortunately having found 
A lump of horfe-litter upon the ground, 

Down drops the chattering cloud upon the dung ; 
Then, Lord, what doings ! Heav'ns, what admiration! 
What joy> what tranfport 'midft the fpeckled nation ! 

How bufy ev'ry beak, and ev'ry tongue ! 
All talking, gabbling, but none lifl:'ning, 
Juft like a group of goflips at a chrift*ning : 
Let but a cowdab (how its grafs-green face^ 
They're upy without fo much as faying grace \ 

I 3 And 



And lo I the bufy flock arQund it pitchy j; 

Juft as upon th^ lun^p beforit^ 

They gabble^ wonder^ and adore ! 
And equal hofber jM[AKTyN's* ^peechics. 
Theie ftarlings fhpw th^ wprldi with great proprletSTt 
Mad as IVfarch haiies^ or ciJrI(sW$ % Y^Kirtx. 



p P E ^V. 

The Gf-eat Petsr defpif^th Frenchmen* 

JL BEQ it as a favour^ my young folks. 

Ye will nqt tppy, monkey-like, the French^ 
Whpfc pidlures, juftly, are all ftanding jokes^ 

Whether dijcy rcpipfent a^man qr wench. 
If Mpnfieur painty a man of &(hipn^ 

Making an piei/ance well bred, 
The gentlen^an's a ram-cat in a paflion, 

His back ^U crumpled o'pr his head : 
Or, if he paint;^ a wretch upon the wheel, 

And bone-brc^ing' s no f rifling thing, G^d knpws I 
Amidft his pain^ the fcllpw's fo genteel I 

He feels with fuch decorunf all the blows. 

Or if a culprit's going to the dcyil, 

Which fome folks alfo deism a feriqus eyil, 

• ' ' So 

f A fmuh'tutmnd (peaker in the Hoviip of Commcmf* who 
-naif €m. wa3 baptized the Stiorling MAitTYir. 



tTRIC ODES, FO& MjDCC,lXXXr» IT^ 

So degage you fee the man advance ! 
Hisarais, hands, flionldersj tum*d-out toes, 
Madona^-Iifted cft^ and cock*d up nofe, 

Proclaim die pretty puppy in a dance* 
Tve fccn a flecping Venus, I declare, 
Widi hands and legs ftretch*d out with fucb an air ! 
Her neck and head fo twifted on one fhoulder, 
^vkfiuh a hav*nty fmile, that each beholder 
Would (wear, (difdaining Dancing's vulgar track) 
The Dame was walking mmuets on her iack! 
E'en an old woman yielding up her breath 

By means of cholic, ftone, or gravel, 
How finirkingly fhe feels the pangs of death! 

With what a grace her Ipul prepares to travel ! 

A Frenchman's angel is an Opera Punk ; 

His Virgin Marys, milliners half drunk ; 

Our bleft Redeemer, z Tznk feiis-maiire^ 

In every attitude and feature ; 

The humble Jofeph, fo genteelly made. 

Poor gentleman — as if above his trade. 

And only fit to compliment his wife— 
So delicate! as if he fcarcely knew 
Ckk fix)m deal board — a gimlet from a fcrew. 

And never nude a Mouse-trap in his life. 

I 4 Think 
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Think not I wantonly the French attack — 
I never will put Merit on the rack : 
No ! — yet, I own, I hate the ihrugging.dogs-— 
I've liv'd amongft them, eat their frogs. 
And vomited them up, thank God, again; 

So that I'm able now to fay, 

I carried nought of theirs away. 
Which otherwife had ma^e thf puppies vain\ 



ODE XVL 



The conceited Peter turncth an arrant cgotiil — Mentioneth 
a number of fine fblks— *This mint^e condemneth Will 
Whitehead's v^rfes; and the next^ exculpateth the Lau- 
reate by clapping the right faddle on the right horfe. 



O giant more rejoiceth in his courfe. 
Not Count O'Kelly in a winning horfe; 
Not Miftrefs Hob art* to prcferve a box, 
NotGEORGEtheTHiRD to triumph o'er Charles Fox; 
Not Spain's wife Monarch to bombard Algiers — 
Not pillories, obeying Law's ftern voice, 
Can more rejoice 
To hold KiTT Atkinson's two earsj 

Not 

• The contefl between Mrs, Hobart and Lady Salifbury, 
urith thtix fecotuls^ aboat a box at the Opera, is a subject for 
the moft fuhlimi Epic ! 
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Not more rejoiccth patriotic Pitt, 

By patriotic grocers to be fed ; 
Not Mother Windsor* in a nice young Tit, 

Nor gaping Deans, to catch a Bifhop dead ; 
Not more reformed John Wilkbs, to courf the Crown, 
Nor Skinner in his Aldermanic gown, ' * 

Nor Common-Coancilmen on turtle feedings 
Not more rejoice old envious maids, fo ftale. 
To hear of weeping Beauty a fad tale. 

And tell the world a reigning toaft is breeiing^^ 
Than I, the Poet, in a lucky Ode, * 

That catches at a hop the Cynic face ; 

Kills by a laudi its grave Bubonic face; 
And tears, in fpite of him, his jaws abroad. 

And are there .fuch grave Dons that read my rhymes? 

All gracious Heav'n forgive their crimes ! 

Oh I be their lot to have wife-talking wives j 
And if in reading they delight. 
To read, ye Gods ! from mom to night. 

Will WHiTEHEAD'sf Birth-day Sonnets all their lives. 

P'rhaps 

* A prieftefs of the Cyprian Goddefs. 

t This Ode was written before a' late Laureat refigned his 
tarthly crown for a heavenly one. May Mr. Tom Wartow 
he more fuccefsful in his courtly adulations, and not verify the 
Latin adage — Ex nihilo, nihil Jit. \ which is thus elegantly tranf- 
lated, * There is no making a velvet purfc of a fow's car.' 
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Frhaps^ reader, thou'rt a tinkar> or a tanner. 

And mendefl kettles in a preoy manner; 

Or tanneft hides of bulls, aiid oows, and calves: 

Bat if the faucepan, or die ketde, 

Origbmlfy be bad raetai, 
^"hoo'lt fay, «« It only can he done by bahes ;*' 
Or if by nature bad the bullocks* (kins, 
^ They'll make vile ihoes and boots fi>r people's (hina.^ 

Then wherefore do I ^us abufe 

W11.L Whitbhbad^s hard-driv'n Mufc? 
"Who merits rather Pity's tend'rcft figh; 

For what the Devil can he doi^ 

When fbrc'd to pvaife — tie LorJ^niows wH! 
Vcrfe muji be dull on fubjefts fo damn'd dry. 
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ODE XVIL 

Hieclaffic P^TiR advifcth Painters to cultivate tafte— Lalhetb 
fome of the ignorant— -Accufeth Painters of an affefUon for 
Tolgarsty, vhon lie hoiftwhippedi— ^^onmendttli a Cham* 
ing fqbjcft«— Tettcth ilia fe^iet of Us Ioyq^ a^d give& « 
dk-mMy fonnet of former days— Perfecntetfa TaiiiBa*s dc«* 
tils^ but applaudeth the execution. 

lrAINT£RS> inqxroreyDuroduoadoos 
That furely ftands in need of refbmution. 
I've heard thait fome can neither write nor ready 
Which does no honour to the hand or head. 

Many^ I know, WQ\dd luth^ palot a bear^ 

Or monkey playing his quaint tricks. 
Than ^ome iweet damfel, whom all hearts revere, 

Whofe chanus the eye of admiration fix — 
Would rather fee a ftump with ftrength expreft. 
Than all the fiiowy fulnels of her breaft ; 
Or lip, that Innocence fo fweetly moves; 
Or fmile, the fond Elyfium of the Loves. 
This brings thofe days to mcm'ry, when my tongue 
To Cynthia's beauty pour'd my foul in fong; 

When, 
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When, on the margin of the murm'ring ftrcam. 
My fency frequent form'd the golden dream 
Of Cynthia's grace — of Cynthia's fmiles divine, 
j/Vnd made thofe fmiles and peerlcfe beauty mine. 

It brings to mem'ry, too, thofe difmal times. 
When nought my fighs avail'd, and nought my rhymes; 
When at the filent, folemn clofe of day. 

My penfive fteps would court the darkling grove. 
To hear, in Philomela's lonely lay. 

The fainting echoes of my hickleis love ; 
Till night's increaling Ihades arouhd me Itolc, 
And nungled with the gloom that wrapp'd my foul. 

Reader — Doft choofe a fonnet of thofe days ? 
Take it; and fay not I'm a foe to Praise* 



To CYNTHIA. 

O thou ! whofe love-infpiring air 

Delights, yet gives a thoufand woes j 
My day declines in dark defpair. 

And night hath loft her fweet repofe. 

Yet 
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Yrt who, alas ! like me was bleft. 
To others e'er thy charms were known j 

When Fancy told my raptur'd breaft. 
That Cynthia fmird on md ^lone ? 

Njrmph of my foul ! forgive my fighs : 

Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; 
Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dies. 

When others to thy beauties kneel. 

Lo ! theirs is every winning art. 
With Fortune's gifts, unknown to met 

I only boaft a-fimple heart. 
In love with Innocence and Thee. 



Build not, alas ! your popularity 

On that bead's back yclep'd Vulgarity i 

A bcaft that many a booby takes a pride in ; 

A beaft beneath the noble Peter's ridina. 



•o* 



How Ihbuld the man with appetite unchafte, 
Stuffing on carrion dread, his hound-like paunch. 

Judge of an ortolan's delicious tafte, 
Or feel the flavour of a dainty haunch ? 

Or, 
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Or, wont with bitter puii to wet Ms chty. 
How (hould ke judge of Claret or Tokay? 

Teniers^s devils^ witches, monkey^i tt>ads> 
That make me fhudder whilft I pen thefe Odes^ 

MoB: trulj painted, tDbcfare, you^llfind: 
How greater far the excellence^ to paint 
With heavcn-direfted eye, the charmihg Saiwt^ 

And mark th' emotions of her angel-rmnd I 
Envy not /ucb as have in dirt lurpaft yei 
Tis very, very eafy to be nafyl 



ODE XVIII. 



The moralizing Bard expoTeth the unfiumefi of mankind b thtf 
article of laughing— Defcanteth upon wit— Difclaimeth pre«> 
ten£on to it—- Makeih love to Candour^ and nudify €on< 
dttdcth, 

JtjLO W dearly mortals love to laugh afid grin { 
Jtift as they love to ftuff themfelves to thin 
With other people's HKat^^-good £iving fenf^f 
Becaufe at other folks' expence; 
But tum the latigh on thtm—YiWf chang'ci tlieir notes ! 
*' O damn 'em ! this is Jmnus — cut their ditoats !" 

Wit, 
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Wit, fays an author that I do not know, 

Is like Time's fcythe— cuts down both friend and feei 

Ready each objeft, tiger*like, tx> leap on ! 

^ Lord! what a butcher this fame Wit! diankCod! 

" (A critic cries) in Mafter Pindar's Ode, 
*< We ipy th' effcSt of no fiich dangerous weapon/* 

No, Sir — 'tis dovc-ey'd Candour's charms 

I woo to thcfe defiring armsi 

She is my Goddess ; to her Ihrine I bend: 
Nymph of the voice that beats the morning lark. 
Sweet as the didcet note of either Park** 

Be thou my fofc companion and my fricni 

Thy lovely hand my Pegafus fliaD guide. 

And teach thy modeft pupil how to ride: 

Thus fhall I hurt not any group compoiers, 

F/om Sarah Be^well's brulh, to Mary Mozer'^I* 

s ODE 

* Two brothers of diftingai{hed merit on the Ob ojlfe 
t The lafl of thofe Ladies, an R. A. by mesLns^Wf/fAne 
fidore of a plats of GooisaBRjixEc— 'the other in Jbofe* af 
Academic honours^ through an e^uai degree of merit. 



C "8 } 



ODE XIX. 

T&e judicioos Petbr giveth moil wholefome advice to landicape 
painters. 

. W HAT E'ER your wifli, in landfcape to excel, 

London's the very place to mar it; 
Believe iht oracles I tell, 

There's very little landfcape in a garret. 
Whate'er the flocks of fleas you keep, 
'Tis badly copying them for goats and flieep; 
' And if you'll take the Poet's honeft word, 
A bug mufl: make a miferablc bird* 

A rufh-light in a bottle's neck, or flick, 

111 reprefents the glorious Orb of Morn ; . 

Nay, though it were a candle with a wick^ 
*Twould be a reprefentative forlorn. 

I thmk, too, that a man would be a fool, 
Fo/%:ces, to copy legs of a joint fl:ooli 

Or cv'n by ibem to reprcfcnt a fl^mp : 
Alfo by broomfticks — which, though well he rig 
Each with an old fox-colour'd wig, 

Mut make a very poor autumnal clump. 

You'll 
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You'll fay, «' Yet Juch onesy oft a peribn fees 
In many an artift's trees ; 
And in fome psuntings, we have all beheld. 
Green bays hath'furely fat for a green field; 
Bolfters for mountains, hills, and wheaten mows ; 
Cats, for ram-goats i and curs, for bulls and cows.** 

All this, my lads, I freely grant; 

But better things from you, I want. 

As Shakspearb fays, (a Bard I much approve) 

'* Lift, lift. Oh! lift,'' if thou doft Painting love. 

Claude painted in the open air ! 
Therefore to Wales at once repair; 
Where fccnes of true magnificence you'll find: 
Bcfidcs this great advantage — ^if in debt. 
You'll have with creditors no tite-i-tite: 

So leave the bull-dog bailiffs all behind; 
Who, hunt you with what noife they may, 
Muft hunt for needles in a ftack of hay. 



Vol. I. K ODE 
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O D E XX. 

T&e Poet hinteth to Artifts tie valae of Tkne, 

X HE man condemn'd on Tybnm-trec to fwing/ 
Deems fuch a fhow, a very duUHh thing 5 
He'd rather zJfeSator be, I ween, 
Thaathe fad aHor in the fcene. 

He blames the Law's too rigid refolution : 
If with a beef-ft^ak ftdmach— in his prime. 
Lord, with what reverence he looks on Time ! 

And, moft of all — ^the hour of execution ! 
And as the cart doth to the tree advance, 
ttow wond'rous wiling to poftpone the Dance! 

Believe me. Time's of monftrous ufc ; 

But, ah ! how fubjeft to abufe ! 
It feems that with him, folks were often clofd: 

I do pronounce it. Time's a public good, 

Juft like a youthful Beauty — to be woo*df 
Made much ofi and be properly cnjoy'd# 



Timc'$ 
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Time's fand is wonderfully fmall ; 

it flips between the fingers in a hurry : 
Therefore, on each young artifl let me call. 

To prize it as an Indian does his Curry s ♦ 
Whether his next rare Exbihition be 
Amidil the great R. A/s — or on a Tree. 



ODE XXI. 



The nnfbrtunatc Piter lamcnteth the lofs of an important Ode, 
by rats— He prayctk devoutly for the rats. 

Hiatus maxime dejiendus ! 

I've lofl an Ode of charming praife; 
From like misfortune, Heav'n defend us ! 

The fweetcft of my Lyric lays ! 
Where many an youthful artift Ihonc with fame. 
Like his own piftures in a line gilt frame. 

Perdition catch the roguifh rats ! 

Their trembling limbs fhall fill the maws of cats, 

K 2 Wei« 

f An Qniver&l food in the Eafi'^Indief • 
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Were I to be their fole advifcr : 

Vermin ! like trunk-makefSj kingSy paftry-codcs. 
Dealing in legions of delightful books^ 

Yet, with the learning, not a whit the wifer. 

Thank G— d ! the Ode unto Myself they fpar'd: 

And, lo ! the labour of the lucky Bard. 



ODE XXII. 

To MYSELF, 



,The exalted Pbtb r wiflieth to make the gaping world acquainted 
wiih the place of his nativity ; but before he can get an 
anfwer from bimfilf, he moft fubUnuly burfteth forth into an 
addrefs to Me^agixxj and Moufibolt, two fiihing-towns in Corn- 
wall—The firft celebrated for pilchards, the lafl for giving 
birth to Dolly Pentrbath— The Poet praifeth the Ho- 
nourable Dainbs Barrington, and pikhards— >Forgetteth 
the place of his nativity; and, like his great anceftor of 
Tbehs, leaveth his readers in the dark. 

v-r THOU! whole daring works fublime 
Defy the rudeft rage of Time, 
Say ! — for the world is with conjefture dizzy. 
Did MoufeboU give thee birth, or MevagizTy T 

■™*"'™'*^ HAIL, 
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HAIL> MevagizTy ! with fuch wonders fraught ! 

Where boats, and men, and ftinks, and trade, are 
ftirring; 
Where pilchards come in myriads to be caught ; 

Pilchard ! a thoufand times as good as herring. 

Pilchard ! the idol of the Popifti nation ! 
Hail, litde inftrument of vaft falvation ! 
Pilchard, I ween, a moft foul-faving fifli. 

On which the Catholics in Lent are crammM ; 
Who had they not, poor fouls, this lucky dilh. 

Would feed on flelh, and therefore all be damn'd. 

Pilchards ! whofe bodies yield the fragrant oil. 
And make the London lamps at midnight fmile ; 
Which lamps, wide fpreading falutary light, 
Beam on the wandering Beauties of the night, 
And fliow each gentle youth their cheeks' deep rofes, 
And tell him whether they have eyes and nofes. 

H^Tl^Mou/ebole! birth-placeofoMDoLL Pentreath,* 
The iajl who jabber'd Comilh — fo fays Daines, 

Who, bat-like, haunted ruins, lane, and heath, 
Widi Will-o'-Wifp, to brighten up his brains. 

Daines ! 

• A rerj old woman of Moufeholc, fuppofcd Cfifl/efy however) 
to have teen the lafi who fpoke the Corniih language. The 

K 3 honour- 
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Daines ! who a thou&nd miles, unwearied, troti 
For bones, brafs farthmgs, aihes, and old pots ; 

Ranfacks the mouldy manfions of the dead. 
To prove that men in days o( yore^ 
Eyes, ears, and nofes, like us Moderns y wore ; 

And travell'd juft like us too, with a beadt 

ODE 

honourable antiquarian, DainesBarr^ncton, Efq. journeyed, 
fome years fince, from London to the Land's-end, to converfe 
with this wrinkled, yet delicious merceau. He entered Moufe- 
hole in a kind of triumph; and, peeping into her hut, exclaimed, 
with all the fire of an enraptured lover, in the language of the 
famous Greek Philofiapher — " eureka!" The couple kiffed; 
Doll foon after gabbled-, Daines liflened with admiration; 
committed her fpeeches to paper, not venturing to truft his 
memory with fo much trea/ure. The tranfatHon wai announced 
to the Society ; the Journals were enriched with their dialogues ; 
the old Lady's pi^ure was ordered to be taken by the moft 
eminent artift, and the Honourable Member to be publicly thanked 
for the Discovery ! 
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ODE XXIII. 

PiTiR condudeth his Odes— Seemcth httngry— Expoftiilatetl| 
witb the Reader. 

X OM Southern tp John Drydcn went one day. 

To boy a head and tail piece for his play: 

^^ Thon^as,'* quoth John, f* Tye fold my goods tOQ 

cheap; 
^' So, if you plcafe, my price fhall take a leap." 

Reader^ look me grayely in the face ; 
Speak, is not that with me and tbee the cafe ? 
For this Year's Odes I charge thee half-a- crown; 
So, without grumbling, put thy money down : 
For things are defperatcly ris'n, good Lord ! 
Fifli, flelh, coals, candles, window-lights, and board. 
Why Ihould not charming Poetry then rife, 
That comes fo dev'lifh far too — fix>m the Jkies ? 
And lo ! the verfes that adorn this page. 
Beam, comet^like, alas ! but once an age^ 
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FAREWELL ODES, 



THE YEAR M,DCC,LXXXVI. 



i B1P»WT»M DICZKI TIKUM 

^yiD V*TAT ?— — HQRAT* 



FAREWELL ODES. 



O D E L 



Piter talkcth of refigning the Laiircatftiip— He prophefieth 
the triumph of the Artifts on his refignation — The Artifls alfo 
prophefy to Peter's difadvantage — Peter's laft comforts^ 
ihould their prophecy be fulfilled. 

Peter, like fam*d Chriftina, Queen of Sweden, 
Who thought a wicked court was not an Eden, 
This year, rcligns the laurel crown for ever ! 
What all the fam'd Academicians wifh j 
No more on painted fowl, and flefti, and fifh. 
He fhows the world his carving (kill fo clever : 
Brafs, iron, woodwork, (tone, in peace (hall reft — 
" Thank God !" exclaim the works of Mifter West. 

" Thank God!" the works of Loutherbourg ex- 
claim— 
For guns of critics, no ignoble game — 
" No longer now afraid of rhyming praters, 
" Shall we be chrift*ned tea-boards, vamifh'd waiters! 
" No verfe (hall fwear that ours are pafte-board rocks, 
" Our trees, brals wigs s and mops, our fleecy flocks." 

« Thank 
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*' Thank Heav'n!" exclaims Rigaud, with fparkling 
*' Then ftiall my pictures in importance rife, [eyes, 
** And fill each gaping mouth and eye with wonder/' 

Monfieur Rigaud, 

It may be fo, 
To think thy ftars have made fo ftrange a blunder. 
That bred to painty the genius of a glazier : 
That fpoird, to make a dauber ^ a good brazier. 
None but thy partial tongue (believe my lays) 
Can dare ftand forth the herald of thy praife : 
Could Fame applaud, whofc voice my verfe reveres. 
Justice Ihould break her trump about her ears, 

« Thank Heav'n!'* cries MifterGARvy; and^'Thank 
God!'* 

Cries Mifter Copley, " that this Man of Ode, 

** No more. Barbarian-like, fhall o'er us ride: 
" No more like beads, in nafly order ftrung, 
*^ And round the waift of this vile Mohawk hung, 

*^ Shall academic fcalps indulge his pride, 

*^ No more hung up in this dread fellow's rhyme, 
** Which he moft impudently calls Jublime^ 

** Shall we, poor, inoffenfive fouls, 

" Appear juft like fo many moles, 

Trapp'd 
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*^ Trapp'd in an orchard, garden, or a field; 

" Which mole-catchers fufpend on trees, 

" To (hew their tides to their fees, 
" Like Doftorsi paid too often for die kiWd.'' 

Pleas'd that no more my verfes fhall annoy ; 

Glad that my blifter Odes fhall ceafe their ftinging; 
Each wooden figure's mouth expands with joy j 

Hark ! how they all break forth in finging ! 

In boaftfiil founds the grinning Artists cry, 
" Lo! Peter's hour of infolence is o'er: 

" His Mufe is dead — his lyric pump is dry— 
*' His Odes, like ftinking fifh, not worth a groat a 
fcore: 

*^ Art thou, then, weak, like us, thou fnarlingfniv'lkr? 

*^ Art thou like one of us, thou lyric driv'Uer ? 

" Our Kings and Queens in glory now fhall lie, 
" Each unmolefted, fleeping in his frame j 

" Our ponds, our lakes, our oceans, earth, and fky, 
" No longer, fcouted, fhall be put to fhame : 

** No poet's rage fhall root our (lumps and ftumplings, 

" And fwear our clouds are flying apple-dumplings : 

" Fanjc 
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^ Fame fhall proclaim how well our plum*trees bud,* | 
<' And found the merits of our marie and mud. 

" Our oaks, our brufliwood, and our lofty elms^ 
** No jingling tyrant's wicked rage o'erwhdms, 
. " Now this vile Feller is Isud low: 
•* In peace (hall our ftonc hedges flecp, 
*« Our huts, our bams, our pigs, and flieep, 
« And wild fowl, from the eagle to the crow.** 

*' They who (hall fee this Peter in the ftreet, 
" With fearlefs eye his front fhall meet, 

** And cry, " Is this the man of keen remark ? 
«* Is this the blade,*' fhall be their taunting fpcech— 
** A dog ! who dar'd to fhap each artifVs breech, 

^^ Nay, bite Academicians like a fhark ? 

*' He whofe broad cleaver chopped the fons of paint, 
*^ Crufh'd like a marrowbone each lovely faint; 

** Spar'd not the very clothes about their backs ; 
" The litde duck-wing'd cherubims abus'd, 
** That could not more inhumanly be us'd, 

^^ Poor lambkins! had they i^'namongthe blacks; 
*' He, once fo furious, foon fhall want rdiei^ 
« Stak'd through the body, like a paltry thief. 

^' How 
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*' How art thou fallen, O Cherokee !" they cry ; 

" How art thou fall'n !" the joyful roofs refound; 

" Hell fhall thy bodyj for a rogue, furround ; 
" And there, for ever roafting, mayft thou lie : 
" Like Dives, mayft thoii ftrctch in fires along, 
" Refus'd one drop of beer to cool thy tongue," 

Yc goodly gentlemen, reprcfs your ycU, 
Your hearty wilhes for my foul reftrain ; 

For if our wdrks can put us into h-U, 
Kind Sirs ! we certainly Ihall meet again. 



ODE 
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O D E n. 

A moft pleafant hiftory of the Academic Dinner— Peter pitieth 
the Prince of Wales, Duke of Orleans, Duke Fitz- 
JAMES, Count Lauzun, Lords Cabrmarthen and Bes- 
borough. See. and praifes Mr. Wbltjie— -Exculpate th the 
President — Condemneth Sir W. Chambers and the Com- 
mit t e b for their bad management — Pet e r talketh of vifiting 
the French King and the Duke of Orleans. 

W HENE'ER Academicians run aftray, 
Siicb Ihould the moral Peter's fong reclaim: 

Of paint, this Ode fliall nothing fing or fayj 
My eagle fatire darts at different games 

Againft decorum y I abhor a finner; 

And therefore lafh the Academic dinner. 

Th' Academy, though marvelloudy poor. 

Can once a year afford to cat: 
By means of kind donations at the door. 

The members make a comfortable treat: 
Like gipfies in a bam, around their king. 
That annual meet, to eat, and dance, and fing, 

Afeaft 
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A feaft was made of flefhj fUh^ taits^ creams^ jellies> 
To fuit the yarious qualities of bellies : 
Mine grumbled to be alk'd, and be delighted; 
But wicked Peter's paunch was not inirited. 

Yet thougli ho mefiage waited on the Bard, 

With compliments from Academic names. 
The Prince of Wales receiv'd a civil card. 

His Grace of Orleans too> and Duke Fitzjames; 
Count de Lauzun, and Count Conflan, 
A near relatbn to the man 
In whofe poor fides old Hawkb once fix'd his claws. 

Were welcomed by the Academic Lords^ 

Either by writing or by words. 
To come and try the vigour of their jaws* 

Unfortunately for the modeft DuKis> 
The nimble artifts, all with greyhound lobksi 
Fell on the meat, with tetth prodigious able; 
Sqz'd, of the Synagogue, the higheft places. 
And left the poor forlorn, their Gallic Graces, 
To nibble at the bottom of the table I 

There lat^too,the fweet fimperingLordCARMARTHEN, 
As one of the Canaille^ not worth a &rthing ! 
Vol, I, L But 
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But what can titles^ virtues, at a fealty 
Where glory wsuts upon the gieateft bcaft i 

To fee a ftone-cuttcr and mafon 

High mounted o'er fine men of quaKtjr^ 

By no means can our annals blazon 
For feats rf courdy hc^pkality. 

I've heard, however, one or two were fanners : 

Granted — it dodi not much innjM-ove their manners. 

They probably, in anfwcr, n»y declare. 
They thought the fcaft juft like a hunt; 

In which, as foon as ever ffarts the hare. 
Each Nimrod tries tt> be the firft upon't: 

As he's the greatcft, 'midft the howling fofe 

Who firft can triumph o'er powr dying puss, 

Peters * mod juftlf rab'd his eyes of wonder. 
And wanted decently to give them grace 5 

But bent on ven'fcm and on turbot-plunder, 

A clattering peal of knives and forks took place t 

Spoons, plates, and diflies, rattling round the table, 

Produc'd a new edition of old Babel. 

They 

* A clcrgymaiir and one of tlie Academiciaas* 
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They had no ftomach, o'er a grace, to nod. 
Nor time enough to offer thanks to God : 
That might be done> they wifely knew, 
When they had nothing elfe to do. 

His Highness entering fomewhat rather late. 
Could fcarcely find a knife, or fork, or plate : 
But not one fingle maiden difh. 
Poor gcndeman ! of flefli or filh, 

Moft woefully the paftry had been paw'd. 
And trembling jellies barbaroufly claw'd : 
In Ihort, my gentle readers to amaze, 
His Highness picked the bones of the R. A.*s. 

Wbltjie*, had thy lofty form been there, 
And fccn thy Prince fo ferv'd with fcrap and flop. 

Thou furely wouldll have brought him better fare— 
A warm becf-fteak, perchance, or mutton chop. 

Thou wouldft have faid, " Be Prince of Wales, by 
*^ "Do too mujb honour to he to der feaft ; [G«/, 

" Vere he can't heb von beet of meat dat's boti 
" But treated vid de bones Jhuft like a beaft. 

La '' Di 

• The Prince's German cook. 
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*^ D^ Prince, i&^ vu J too great to Jbeet and eat 
** De hones and leafings of de meat j 
" jind munjh vat dirty low-lifd rogues refufe, 
«* By Got ! not fit to vipe de Prence's Jboes.'* 

Great Besborough's Earl, too, came off fecond bcft 
His murmuring ftomach had not half a feaft^ 

And therefore it was natural to mutcer: 
To rcdify the fault, with joylcfs looksj 
His Lordfhip bore his belly off to Brookes, 

To fill the grt^mblcr up with bread and butter* 

Sirs ! thofe manoeuvres were extremely coarfe ; 

This really was the eflence of ill breeding : 
Not for your fouls could you have treated worfc, 

Bumb-bailifFsy by this dog-like mode of feedmg. 

Grants you eclips'd a pack of hounds^ with glee 
Purfuing, in full cry, the fainting game; 

Surpafs'd them, too, in gobbling down the prey; 
StiU, great R. A.'s, I tell you,, 'twas a Ihame: 

Grant, each of you the Wond'rous fnan excell'd> 
Who beat a butcher's dog in eating tripe ; 

And that each paunch with guttling was fo fwell'di 
Not one bit more could pafs you^ fwallow-pipe : 

Grant, 
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Grantt that you dar'd fuch duffing feats dilplay. 
That not a foul of you could walk away ; 
Still, 'midft the triumphs of your gobbling fame, 
I tell you, great R. A.'s, it was a fhame. 

Grant, you were greas'd up to the nofe and eyes. 
Your checks all Ihining like a lantern's horn. 

With tearing hams and fowls, and gibblet pies. 
And ducks, and geefe, and pigeons newly born ; 

Though great, in your opinion, be your fame, 

I tdl you, great R. A/s, it was a fhame. 

This, kt me own — the candour-loving Mufe 
Moft willingly Sir Joshua can excufe. 

Who tries the nation's glory to increafej 
Whofc genius rare is very feldom nodding. 
But deep on painting fubjefts plodding, 

To rival Italy and Greece, 

But pray, Sir William ♦, what have you to fay ? 
No fuch impediment is in your way; 
Genm can't hurt your etiqueite attention j 

L 3 And 

• Sir W. Clumbcw. 
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And Meifieurs Tyler, Wilton, and RigauDj 
Have you a genius to impede you ? — No ! 
Nor many a one befides that I could mention. 

This year (God willing) I Ihall vifit France, 

And tafte of Louis, Grand Monarque ! the prog : 

His Grace of Orleans, fo kind, perchance. 
May a(k me to his houfe to pick a frog : 

And yet, what right have / to vifit there ? 

Who fee a Prince fo vilely treated here. 

Ye Royal Artifts, at your future fcafts, 

I fear you*ll nuke their Graces downright Danick : 
And as the Prophet din'd amongft wild bcafts, 

TheDuKES may join your pointers and your Ipanicls. 



ODE 
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ODE III. 

Piter giveth fage advice to merceaary artifl4« and telletfa a 
moft deledabk fiory of a countiy bampkin and a peripatetic 
razor-feller. 

r ORB EAR, my friends, to facrifice your fame 
To fordid gain, unkfs that you arc ftarving: 

I own that hunger will indulgence claim 
For hard ftonc heads and landfcape carving, 

h order to make hafte to fell and eat; 
For there is certainly a charm in meat : 
And m rebellious tones will ftomachs fpeak, 
Tlut have not tailed yiftuals for a week. 

But yet there are a mercenary crew. 
Who value fame no more than an old fhoe j 
Provided for their daubs they get a fale; 
Juft like the nian^but flay— I'll tell the tale, 

A fcUow m a market town, 

Moft mufical, cry'd razors up and down, 

L 4 A"^ 
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And oflfer'd twelve for cighteen-pence; 
Which certainly fcem'd wond'rous cheapo 
And for the moncyj quite a heap. 

As ev'ry nian wpuld bu^, with cafli ^ ftnfc, 

A country Bumpkin the great offer heard s 

Poor Hodge, who fuffer'd by a broad black beard^ 

That feem'd a ihoe-brufh ftuck beneath his nofet 
With chcerfiilneft the cighteen-pence he paid. 
And proudly to himfelf, in whifpers, fiud, 

^^ This rafcal ftole the razors, I fuppofe/' 

*^ No matter if the fellow ie a knave, 
** Provided that the razors J&ave ^ 

** It certainly will be a monftrous prize/' 
So home the clown, with his good fortune, went. 
Smiling in heart and foul content. 

And quickly foap'd himfelf to ears and eyes. 

Being well lather'd from a difh or tub, 
Hodge now began with grinning pain to grub, 

Juft like a hedger cutting furze : 
*Twas a vile razor !— then the reft he try'd— 
All were impoftors— ^^ Ah," Hodge figh'd ! 

^* I wifti my eightecn-pence widiin my purfc,** 

In 
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In vain to chafe his beard, and bring the graces. 
He cut, and dug, and winc'd, and ftamp'd, and Iwore j 

Brought blood, and danc*d, blafphem'd, and made 
wry &ces. 
And curs'd each razor's body o'er and o'er. 

His muzzle, form'd of oppofition ftufi^ 
Firm as a Foxite, would not lofe its ruff; 

So kept it — ^laughing at the fteel and fuds: 
Hodge, in a paflion, ftretch'd his angry jaws. 
Vowing the direft vengeance, with clench'd clawsj 

On the vile cheat that fold the goods. 
^ Razors ! a damn'd, confounded dog, 
" Not fit to fcrape a hog !" 

Hodge fought the fellow — found him, and begun: 
" P'rhaps, Matter Razor-rogue, . to you 'tis fun, 

^' That people flay thetnfelves out of their lives : 
'' You raical ! for an hour have I been grubbing, 
'* Giving my crying whiflcers here a fcrubbing, 

" With razors juft like oyfter-knives. 
" Sirrah ! I tell you, you're a knave, 
" To cry up razors that can't Jhave^'* 

•' Friend/* 
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<^ Friend," quoth the razor-man, " Tin not a knave: 
" As for the razors you have bought, 
•* Upon my foul I neycr thought 
" That they would Jhave.'^ 

** Not think they 'd^tfw/" quoth Hodge, with won- 
dVing eyes. 

And voice not much unlike an Indian yell; 
•* What were they made for then, you dog?" he cries. 

" Made ! " quoth the fellow, with a fmile— ^' to JclW 



ODE IV. 

PsTER obferveth the Lex Taliomt^ 

EST tells the world that Peter cannot rbimi: 
Peter declares point blank that West cdn\ paint. 
West fwears I've not an atom oi fublime: 
I fwoLT he hath no notion of a faint ; 

And that his crofs-wing'd cherubims are fowls. 
Baptized by naturalifts, owls-. 
Half of the meek apoftles, gangs of robbers; 
His angels, fcts of brazen-headed lubbers. 

The 
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The Holy Scripture fays, " All flclh is grafs;'*— 
With ftfiftcr Wbst, all flclh is brick and brals; 
Except his horfe-flclh, that, I feirly own. 
Is chiefly of the choiceft Portland ftone. 

iVefaid, too, that this artift's faces 
Ne'er paid a vifit to the Graces : 

That on Expreffion^ he can never brag: 
Yet for this article hath he been ftudying ; 
But in it, never could furpafs a pudding-^ 

No, gentle reader, nor a pudding bag. 

I dare not fay that Mifter West 

Cannot found criticifm impart : 
I'm told the man with technicals is blefl:. 

That he can talk a deal upon the art: 
Yes, he can talk, I do not doubt it — 
" Abouf it, goddefs, and about it!" 

Thus, then, is Mifter West deferving praife; 

And let my juftice the fair laud afford; 
For, lo ! this far-fam'd artift cuts both ways j 

Exaftly like the Angel Gabruel's fword: ^ 

The 
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The beauties of the art, his converje (hows \ 
His ianva/s^ ahnoft cv'ry thing that's bad I 

Thus at th* Academy, we muft fuppofe, 
A man more ufcfiil never could be had j 

Who in himfelf, a hoft, fo much can do; 

Who is both precept and example too. 



O D E V. 



Great advice is given to gentkmeH authors— To Mr. Wbbb and 
Mr. H. Walpolb particularly — Pbtbb fhoweth wonderful 
knowledge in the art of painting— Animadverteth on the 
Squirb of Strawberry Hill, 

Astronomers fhould treat of ftars and cometsi 

Doftors of ajfa fostida and vomits. 

And apoplexies, thofc light troops of Death, 

That ufe no ceremony with our breath 5 

Ague and dropfy, jaundice and catarrh. 

The grim-look tyrant's heavy horfe of war. 

Farriers fliould write on farcys and the glanders ; 

Bug-doftors, only upon bed-diforders ; 
Farmers, on land, ploughs, pigs, ducks, geefe and 

Nightmen alone, on aromatic ordures, [gasxlcrsi 

The 
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The irdfts fhould on painting folely write ; 

Like Davidy then they may " good things indite.** 

But when the mob of gentlemen 

Defcrt their province, and take up the pen. 

The Lord have mercy on the art ! 

Their crow-quills can no light impart. 

This verfe be thine. Squire Webb ♦—it is thy due: 

And Miftcr Horace Walpole-j-, what think j^o«? 

Horace, 

* Author of a Treatife on PainUng, who feems to difplay % 
{reater parade of erudition than real knowledge in the art. 

t A gentleman 9nc€ refpe^led in the literary world ; an amateur, 
kit by no means a confuiffeur in painting, and a wholefale dealer 
in flammery to people of worship. When Mr. H. Walpolc 
penned his flattering advertifement^, he fhould have confidered 
tiut the province of an hiftorian is impartial truth. Let us fee how 
lie has acquitted himfclf. — " Pofterity (writeth Mr. W4) appre- 
" cittes impartially the works of the dead. To pofterity he leaves 
" the continuation of thefe volumes ; and recommends to the lovers 
" of arts the induftry of Mr. Vertue» who prefer ved notices of all 
" his contemporaries^ as he had colle^ed of pall agesj and thence 
" gave birth to thu work. In that fupplement will not be for* 
" gotten the wonderful progrefs, in miniature^ of Lady Lucan, 
" who has arrived at copying the moft e^rquifxte works of Ifaac 
" and Peter Oliver, Hoikins and Cooper, with a genius that 
*' ahnoft depreciates thofe mafters, when we confider that they 
*' Tpent their lives in attaining perfedion ; and who, foaring 
" above their modeft timidity, has transferred the vigour of 
** ]^phael to her copies in water-colours. There will be re- 

" corded 

X Kidt Anecdotes ©f Pa!ntin|| Vcl. IV. P*2e xt. 
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Horace, thou haft fomc trifling taftc and fcnfc; 
Then don*tj of folly, be at fuch cxpcnccj 



Do 



«« corded the living etckings of Mr, H. Banbury, the fecond 
«« Hogarth, the iirft imitator who ever folly equalled his origi- 
^* nal ; and who, like Hogarth, has more humour when he 
" invents^ than when he illuftrates-^probably becaufe genius 
** can draw from the fources of nature with mOre fpirit than I 
" from the ideas of another. Has any painter ever executed a 
*' fcene, a chara&er of Shakefpeare, that approached to the 
*' prototype fo near as Shakefpeare himfelf attained to nature ? 
«* Yet is there a pencil in a living hand as capable of pronoun- 
** cing the pafilons as our unequalled poet $ a pencil not only 
*• infpircd by his infight into nature, but by the graces and taftc 
•• of Grecian artiHs. But it is not fair to excite the curiofity of 
'* the public, when both the rank and baihful merit of the pcf- 
■* feflbr, and a too rare exertion of fuperior talents, confine 
•• the proofs to a narrow circle. Whoever has feen the draw> 
*' ings, and bas-reliefs, defigned and executed by Lady Diana 
** Beauclerc, is fen(ible that thefe imperfeA encomiums are far 
•' (hort of the excellence of her works. Her portrait of the 
■* Duchefs of Devonftiire, in feveral hands, confirms the truth 
" of part of thefe aflertions. The nymph-like Simplicity of 
«• the figure is equal to what a Grecian ftatuary would have 
«* formed for a dryad or goddefs of- a river. Bartolozzi*s print 
•' of her two daughters after the drawing of the fame lady, is 
*' another fpecimen of her lingular genius and tafte. The gay 
•' and fportive innocence of the younger daughter, and the 
" demure application of the elder, are as charadteriftically con- 
*• traded as Milton's Allegro and Penfcrofo. A third female 
'* genius is Mrs. Darner, daughter of General Conway, in a 
•• walk more difficult and far more uncommon than'painting. 
*' The annals of flatuary record few artifts of the fair fex, and 
*' not one that I recoiled of any celebrity. Mrs. Dainer's bufli 

*• from 
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Do not to Lady Lucan * pay fuch court ; 
Her better knowledge will not thank thee for't. 

Ah! 

" from the life are not inferior to the antique ; and theirs, we are 
" fare, were not more like. Her ihock dog, large as life, and 
" only not alive, has a loofenefs and foftnefs in the curls tliat 
*' feemed impoffible to terra-cotta : it rivals the marble one of 
" Bernini id the royal colledlion. As the ancients have left us 
" but Bvc animals of equal merit with their human figures, 
'' namely, the Barberini goat, the Tufcan boar, the Mattel 
" eagle, the eagle of Strawberry-hill, and Mr. Jenning's, now 
" Mr. Duncombe's, dog, the talent of Mrs. Darner muft appear 
'' in the moil diftinguiihed light* Aided by feme infh-udlions 
" from that mafterly ftatnary Mr. Bacon, Ihe has attempted and 
" executed a bud in marble. Ceracchi, from whom firfl (ho 
" received four or five lefTons, has given a whole figure of her 
" as the Mufe of fculpture, in which he has happily prefervcd 
** the graceful lightnefs of her form and air." — Such is the praife i 
and /tub the o^jeds of it ! 

But we have another crow to pull with Mr. W. (I beg his par- 
don, the Earl of Orford) before we part. Speaking of 
Vandyke's marriage to a daughter of Lord Go wry, he thus 
txprcfles himfelf : " Towards the end of his (Vandyke's) life, 
" the King beftowed on him for a wife, Mary, the daughter 
" of the unfortunate Lord Go wry, which, if meaned as a 
** ilgnal honour, might be calculated too to ifepfi^ the difgraced 
" family, by conne^ing them nvith the blood of a painter. ^^ 

Such b the liberal fpirit of the hiftorian of Strawberry Hill ! 
fuch is the reflexion from the pen of a man who preferu/s to 
almoft an adoration for the Michael Angeles, the Raffaelles, 
^ne Corregios, the Titians, the Reynoldscs: a reflcftion that 
<iares mention the vaJtify oi title » and the Divinity of Genius, 
in the fame fentence ; the trumpery prefent of Kings, and the 
grcateft gift of the Almighty 1 

• A lady of fome ingenuity in the miniature department. 
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Ah I don't endeavour thus to dupe her. 
By fwearing that fhe equals Cooper *« 

So grofs the flattery, feith! it fcems to fliow 
That verily thou doft not know 

The powers requir'd for copymg a fiHure^ 
And thofe for copying Dame Nature ; 
Alas ! a much more arduous matter ! j 

So don't expofe thyfelf^ but mmd my i!tridure# 

Thou *lt fay it was mere compliment; 
That nothing elfe was thy intent. 

Although it might difgrace a boy at fchool J 
I grant the &d:, and think that no man 
Says or writes fiUier things to woman ; 

But (till 'tis making each of you a fooU 

Yet, Horace, think not that I write 
Through fpite ; 
Think not I read thy works with jealous pain ; 
Lord! no! although no favourite with me^ 
Thou mayfi be /omething of a bel efprit : 

Let me not damn the windmill of thy brain ;^ 
It is a pretty and ingenious mill, 
Juft fk to grind for folk round Strawberry Mill ! 

out 

famow niAiature-painter In the time of Cromwell^ 



r i^i 3 



ODE VI. 

• Piter ftill continueth to give great advice, and to exhibit - 
deep reile%on*-*He telleth a miraculoas ftoiy, 

A HERE is a knack in doing many a thing. 
Which labour cannot to perfeftion bring : 
Therefore, however great in your own eyes. 
Pray do apt hints ffom other folks, dcfpife : 

A fQol on foipcthing great, at times, may ftumble. 

And confcqucndy be a good adviferj 
On which, for ever, your wife men may fumble, 

And never be a whit th? wifer. 

Yes ! I advife you, for there's wifdom in't. 
Never to rife fuperior to a hint : 

The genius of each man, with keennefs viewj 
A fparky from this or that man, caught, 
May kindle, quick as thought, 

A glorious bonfire up, in you. 

Vol. I. M a quef-- 



l62 FAREWELL ODES, FOR M,DGC,LXXXVt, 

A queftion of you, kt me beg— 

Of fam'd Cplunmbus and his egg, 
Pray, hayeyoy heard? — « Yes," — Qh, then if you 

fUafCy 
I'll give you the two Pilgrinos and the Peas. 

THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS, 
A TRUP STORY. 

A BRACE of finncrs, for no goody 

Were ordcr'd to the Virgin Mary's fhrincj^ 

Who at Loretto dwelt in wax, ftonc, wood. 

And, in a curled white wig, looked wond'rous fine, 

Fifty long miles had thofc fad rogues to travel. 
With Ibmething in their fhoes much worfc than graycl \ 
In fhort, their toes, fo gende, to amufe. 
The pri^ft h^ prder'd peas into their ftioes : 

A nojirum famous in old Popifh times 
For purifying fouls that flunk with crimes; 

A fort of apoftolic fait, 

That Popifh parfons for its powers exalt 
For keepmg fouls of finners fweet, 
^ull as our kitchen fait keeps mcatt 
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The knaves fet off on the fame day. 
Peas in their fhoes, to go and prays 

But yery different was their fpecd, I wot : 
One of the finners gallop'd on. 
Light as a bullet from a gun ; 

The other limp'd as if he had been (hot. 

Okb faw the ViRCiif foon — fe^cavi cry'd — 
Had his foul whitewa(h'd all fo clever \ 

Then home again he nimbly hied; 
Made fit, with faints above, to live for ever. 

In coming back, however, let me lay. 

He met his brother rogue, about half way; 

Hobbling with outftrctch'd bum and bending knees j 

Damning the fouls and bodies of the peas ; 

His eyes in tears, his cheeks and brows in fweat. 

Deep fympathizing with his groaning feet. 

^ How now!*' the light-toed, whitcwafh'd pilgrim 
" You lazy lubber !"— [broke— 

" Ods curfc it !'* cried the other, " 'tis no joke — 

** My feet, once hard as any rock, 
•* Are now as foft as blubber. 

Ma " Excufc 
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<^ Excufe mc. Virgin Mary, that I fwcar j 
** As for Lorctto, I fliall not get there : 
^' No ! to die Dev-1 my finful foul muft go j 
" For damme if I ha'i\*t loft cv'ry toe. 

** But, brother (inner, do explain 
*' How *tis that you are not in pain; 

f * What Pow'r hath work'd a wonder for your toes : 
*^ Whilft /, juft like a fnail, ^m crawling, 
?f Now fwearingi npw on Saints deyoutly bawling, 

" Whilft not a rafcal comes to eafe my woes ? 

*^ How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 

" Merry, as if that nought had h^ppen'd, bum ye !' * 
*' Why," cry'd the other^ grinning, " you muft know, 
*' That juft before I ventur'd on my journey, 
" To walk a litde more at eafe, 
*f I topk the liberty to boil my peas,'* 



OPS 



t '«5 ] 



ODE Vli. 

i'lTER grinneth dellcioufly at the blind idolatry of the prefent 
age for the ancient mailers ; and alfo at the illiberality pf 
artifb of the prefent day* towards each others 

Jl OUNG mfen, be cautious of each critic word 
That, blalphemouSj may much offence afford; 

I mean, that wounds an ancient mafter*s fame : 
AtTitiani Giiido, Jiilio, Veronefe, 
Ifour length*mng phiz let admiration feize. 

And throw up both your eyes at Raphael's name* 

Ev*n by a print-fliop fhould you chance to pafs. 
Adore their efHgy infide the glafs i 

Juft asj with Papiftsi the religious care is, 
In churchesi lanes, to bend their marrowbones 
To bees-wax feints, bons-dieux of ftonesi 

And beech, or deal, or wainfcot Virgin Marys* 

Whatever their errors, they no more remain j 
For Time, like fullers' earth, takes out each ftain; 
Nay more — on faults that modem works would tarnijh^ 
Time Ipreads a fecred coat of varnifh. 

M 3 Sparc 
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Sparc not on brother artifts' backs, the lafh; 
Put a good wire in't — let it fiafo\ 

Since ev'ry ftroke with int'rcft is repaid: 
For, though ye cannot kill the man outright. 
Yet, by this effort of your rival fpitc. 

Fifty to one if ye don't fpoil his trade. 
His ruins may be feathers for your neft: — 
The maxim's not zmUs'—proiaiim efi. 



ODE VIIL 



The Poet inquireth Into the itate of the EgcHiBiriON^Lafheth 
Father Timb for making great geniuses, and dtftroying them^- 
Praifeth Reynolds— Fancieth a very curious dialogue be- 
tween King Alexander and the Deer^ the fubjeft of Mr^ 
West's pidore— Turneth to Mr; West's RefarreAion« 

Well, Mufe \ what is there in the Exhibition \ 
How thrive the beauties of the graphic art ? 

Whofe racing genius feems in beft conditioa 
For Glory's plate to Hart? 



Sa|C 
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^ay what fly rogues old Fame cajole ? 
Speak> who hath brib'd her thimpet, or who ftole ? 
For much is prais'd diat crUght in fires to mourn 2 
Nay» what would er'n difgrace a fire to burrii 

What artift boafts a work fublime, 
That mocks the teeth of ragir^ Time ? 
Old fool! who» after he hath fonn*d with pains 
A genius rare. 
To make folks ftare^ 
Knocks out his brains : 
Like children, dolls creating with high brags; 
Then tearmg all their handy- works to rags. 

Lo! Reynolds Ihines with landiminifh'd ray! 
Keeps, like the bird of Jove, his diftant way : 
Yet, fimple portrait fbikes too oft our eyes ; 
Whilft Hist'rt, anxious for his pclncil, figh$# 

We don't delire to fee on canvas liv^. 

The copy of a jowl of leadi 
When for th* original we tvould not give 

A finall pin*s head. 

M ^ This 
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This year, of pidturc, Miftcr West 

Is quite a Patagonian maker : 
He knows that hulk is not a jeft ; 

So gives us painting by the acre. 

But ah ! this Artistes brufli can never brag 
Upon King Alexander and the Stags 

For, as they played at loggerheads a rubber. 
We furely ought to fee a handfome battle 
Between the Monarch and the Piece of Cattle; 

Whereas each keeps his diflance, like a lubber. 

His Majesty, upon his breech laid low, 
Settns preaching to his horned fbc; 
Obferving what a very wicked thing. 
To hurt the facred perfon of a King : 

And feems, about his bufinels, to intreat him 
To march J for fear the hounds fliould «/ bimm 
The Stag appears to fay, in plaintive riotc^ 
" I own. King Alexander,' my oflcncc: 
" True ! I've not fliow'd my loyalty^ nor lenle j 
•' So bid your huntfmen come and cut my throat/' 

Tte 
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The cavahy, adom*d with fair ftonc bodies. 
Seem on the dialogue widi wonder ftaring; 

And on their flinty backs, a fet of noddies. 
Not one bnifs farthing for their Master caring« 

Behold ! one fellow lifts his mighty ipear 
To fave the owner of the Scottifh crown ; 

Which, harmleis hanging o*er the gaping deer. 
Seems in no mighty hurry to come down* 

Another, on a pegafus, comes flying ! 
His phiz, his errand much belying ; 
For if he means to iafie the beaft fo cruel, 
God knows, 'tis with a face of water-gruel. 

So then, fweet Mufe, the pifture boafts no merit**-! 

As flat as difh-water, or dead fmall-bccr— - 

Or, what the mark is tolerably near. 
As heads of aldermen, devoid of fpirit. 

Well then ! turn round — view t'other fide the room. 
And fee his Saviour mounting from the tomb : 
h /i« piece, too, with painting fins fo cramm'd. 
Bora to incrcafc the number of the damn^df 



My 
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My fentiments by no means I refuft«- 

Was our Redeemer like ^t^reUbeJtbmgf 

1 do not wonder that the cunning Jews 
Scom*d to acknowledge him for Kinc ! 



ODE IX. 

p£TER inoralifethj and ^iv^ good advic^. 

-EjNVY and Jealousy, that pair of devils, 
Stuff'd like Pandora's box with wond'rotss erih^ 
I hate, abhor, abominates deteft: 
Like Circe, turning man into a bead. ! 

Beneath their cankerii^ breath no bud can blow j 
Their blackening pow'r refembles fmut in corn^ 
Which kills the rifing ears that ihould adom^ 

And bid the vales with golden plenty glow^ 

Yet> fierce in yonder dome each demon reigns ; 
Their poifon fwells too many an artift*s veins j 
Draws from each labouring heart die fearfid fighj 
And cafts a fuUen gloom on ev'ry eye, 

BiLVSHMEN ! 
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RusHMEN ! accept the counfcl Peter fends, 
^ho fcoms th' acquaintance of this brace of fiends : 
Should any, with uncommon talents, tow'r; 
any, is fuperior fcicncc given ; 
Oh, let the weaker feel their happier powV, 
ike plants that triumph in the dews of Heav'n ! 

Ic plcas'd, like Reynolds, to direft the blind 5 
Who aids the feeble fault'ring feet of youth; 

Unfolds the ample volume of his mind. 
With genius ftor'd, and Nature's fimple truth :- 

Who, though a SuK, refemblcs not his brotbtri 
Whofc beams ib full of jealoufy confpire, 

ft'hcnc'cr admitted to the room, to fmother 
The humble kitchen, or the parlour fire. 



ODE 
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ODE X. 

Pktir fpeaketh /guratk/elj^'AccommoAsLtexh himfelf to 'vuf^ 
readers — Laihcxh frete/uUrs to fame— Conclndeth merrily. 

A MODEST love of praife I do not blame; 
But I abhor a rape on Miftrefs Fame. 
Although the Lady is exceeding chaftc> 
Young forward bullies feize her round the i^^aift; 

Swear^ nolens volens^ that (he (hall be kifs'd i ' 

And though fhe vows (he does not like 'cm. 
Nay, threatens, for their impudence, to ftrikc' er 

The faucy rafcals (till perfift. 

Reader ! of images, here's no confufion ; 

Thou therefore underftand*il the Bard's aUufion \ 

But polfibly thou haft a thickifh head; 

And therefore no vaft quantity of brain : 
Why then, my precious Pig of Lead, 

'Tis neceflary to explain. 

Some artifts, if I fo may call 'em. 
So ignorant (the foul fiend maul 'em !) 

M 
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VIcre driv^krs in the channing art. 

Are vaftly fond of being praised ; 

Wifli to the ftars, like Blanchard, to be rais'd: 
knd rais'd they fhould be, reader — from a €art. 

If difkppointed in fome Stentor's tongue. 
Upon tbem/ehes they pour forth profe or fong; 

Or ii^ it in fome venal paper. 

And then heroically vapour. 

What prigs to immortality alpire. 
Who ftick their trafti around the room ! 
Tralh iperiting a very difF'rent doom — 

I mean the warmer regions of the fire ! 

Heav'n knows, that I am anger'd to the foul. 
To find fome blockheads of their works fo vain ; 

Bo proud to fee them hanging cheek by jowl 
With i&ij,* whofe pow'rs the Art's high fame fuftain. 

To wond'rous merit their pretenfion. 

On fuch vicinity fu/penfion, 

Brings to my niind a not unpleafant ftory. 

Which, gentle readf^rs^^ let me lay before ye : 

A Ihabby 

• The Prcfidcnt. 
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Draws from the gaping mob the envying look, 
Becaufe her hufband chanc'd to be a Duke. 



How many paileboard rocks, and iron feas ; 

How many torrents wild, of ftill ftonc water; 
How many brooms, and broomfticks meant for trees, 

Becaufe the fancy'd Ubours of Salvator,* 
Whofe pencil, too, moft grofsly may have bliinder'd; 
Have brought the bleft poffeflbr many a hundred ? 

Thus prove a crowd j a STAiNER,f or Amati \\ 

No matter for the fiddle's /^a«^; 
The fortunate possessor fliall not bate ye 

A doit, of fifty, nay a hundred pound : 
And though what's vulgarly baptiz'd a rep^ 
Shall in a hundred pounds be decm'd dog cheap. 

It tickles one exceffively to hear 
. Wife prating pedants the old matters praife; 
Damning by wholefale, with farcaftic fneer, 

The wretched works of modern days j 
Makmg at living wights fuch fatal pufhes. 
As though not good enough to wipe their brulhcs. 

And 

• Salvator Ro&. f A German Fiddle-maker. 

X A maker of fiddles^ called Cremonas. 
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And yet on each wife cognofcenti afs, 

Who fhall for hours on paint and fculpture din ye, 
A perfon, with facility, may pafs 

RiGAuo for Raphael — Bacon for Bernini j 
Or, little as an oven to Vesuvius, 
Will Tyler for Palladio or Vitruvius ! 

One would inoagine, by the madd'ning fools 
Who talk of nothing but the ancient fchools. 

And vi)ify the works of modem brains. 
They think poor Mother IsTature's art is fled. 
That now (he cannot makq a hp^d, 

Who took with old Italian nobs fuch pains ; 
Nay, turn'd a driv'lfVj th^t hpr pgw'r fo funk is. 
Tame foul ! (he nothing now can make but monkeys. 

** Look at your fay'rite Reynolds,'* is their ftrain; 

" Allow'd by all, the firft in Europe's eye; 
*^ One atom of repute can Reynolds gain, 

" WhenTiTi an, Rubens, and Van dyke, are high? 
" Say, what can Reynolds near Corregio's line?" 
Blinckards, permit me to inform jt-^Jhinel 



Vol. !• N ode 
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ODE XII. 

Pbter increareth in wiidom, and advi&th wifely— Seemed) 
angry at the illiberality of Nature in the affair of his good 
acquaintance the Lord High Chancellor of Englakd, 
and Mr. Peppbr Arden— Peter treateth his readers witii 
love-verfes of paft times. 

n ! 

V^OPY not Nature's form too clofely^ j, 

Wheae'cr (he treats th* original too grofsly : 

For when fhc gives defonnity for grace^ 

Pray have a little mprcy on the face. 

Indeed 'twould be but charity to flatter 

Some dreadful works of ijeemmg^ drunken Nature^ 

As for example : Let us now fuppole 
Thurlow's black fcowl, and Pjsppeh A^dbn's nofe: 
But when your penicil^s powers ai-c bid to trace 
The fmiles of Devonsh;re-t-Duncannon's grace; 
To bid the blufh pf beauteous * Campbell rife. 
And wake the radiance of AuousTA'sf eyes, 
(Gad ! Mufe, thou art beginning to grow loyal) 
And paint the graces of the Princess JIoy/^l i 

Try 

• Lady Charlotte. 

t Second daughter of the King. 
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Try all your art— and when your toils are done. 
You fhow a flimfy meteor for a Sun. 

Or fhould your fldll attempt ber &ce and air. 
Who fir'd my heart, and fix'd my roving eye. 

The Loves, who robb'd a world to make her fair. 
Would quickly triumph, and your art defy. 

Sweet Nymph ! — but, reader, take the fang 
Which Cynthia's charms alone, inlpir'd; 

That left of yore the poet's tongue, ' 
When Love his raptur'd fancy fir'd. 

SONG. 

FROM ber^ alas! whofe fmile was love, 

I wander to fome lonely cell : 
My fighs too weak the maid to move, 

I bid the flatterer Hope, farewell. 

Be all her Siren arts forgot. 

That filled my bofom with alarms : 
Ah! let her crime, a little fpot. 

Be loft amidft a vforld of charms. 

N 2 As 
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As on I wander flow, my fighs 

At cv'ry ftep for Cynthia mourn: 

My anxious heart within me dies. 

And finking, whifpers, « Oh ! return.'* 

Deluded heart ! thy folly knoWj 
Nor fondly nurfe the fatal flame : 

By ahjence thou fliall lofe thy woe; 
And only flutter at her name. 



Readers ! I own the fong of love is fweet; 

Moft pleafing to the foul of gentle Peter : 
Your eyes, then, with another let me treat. 

Yes, gentle Sirs, and in the fame fwect metre. 



SONG TO DELIA, 

SAY, lonely maid, with down-caft: eye, 
O Delia ! fay, with cheeks fo pale. 

What gives thy heart the lengthen'd figh. 
That tells the world a mournful tale ? 



Thy 
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Thy tears that thus each other chafe, 

Bclpeak a bofom fwell'd with woe ; 
Thy fighs, a ftorm that wrecks thy peace. 

Which fouk like thine fhould never know* 

tell me, doth fome favoured youth. 

With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight; 
And leave thofe thrones of love and truth. 

That lip, and bpfom of delight ? 

Perhaps to nymphs of other fhades. 

He feigns the foft, im alfion'd tear j 
With fighs their eafy faith invades. 

That treach'rous won tby witlefs ear^ 

Let not tbofe maids thy envy move. 
For whom his heart may feem to pine 5 

That HEART will ne'er be bleft by love, 
Whofe guilt could force a pang from thine. 



N 3 aoK 
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ODE XIIL 

Pious Peter acknowledged! great obligations to the Reverend 
Mifter Martin LvTHSR-^Yet lamentoth die eieds of thu 
Parson's reformauon on Painting. 

W E Protestants owe much to Martin Lu- 
ther, 
Who found to Heav'n a Ihorter way and finoother; 

And ihall not foon repay the obligation : 
Martin againit the Papifts got the laugh ; 
Who, as the butchers bleed and bang a calf 

To whitenefs — ^bled and bang'd unto falvation: 

As if fuch drubbings could expel their fins; 

As if that Pow'r, whofe works with awe we view^ 
Grac'd all our backs with fets of comely ikins. 

Then ordered us to beat them black and blue. 

Well then ! we muft confcfe for certain. 
That much we owe to brother Martin, 

Who alter'd, for the better, our religion ^ 
Yet, by it, glorious Painting much did lofei 
Was pluck'd, poor Goddess! like a goofei 

Or, for the rhyme-£dce, like a pigeon. 

Mad 
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Mad at the Who&e of BABYLdH, and RuLb^ 
Down from the churches men b^gan to (>uU 
l^iAureSj that long hiid held a Idfty ftadoni 
j?i6hires of SaI irxsi of pious repuoiti6n> 

For cUringi by a nmiractej the ills 
That now fo ftubbdrn yield riot tS devotions^ 
But liato blift^rs^ boluses^ and potions^ 

That make fuch handfonrie apothecaries bills« 

Down tumbled Anthony who preach'd to Spfatsi 
And Hs * who held difcourfes with a Hog^ 
Thatj gruntingi after him fo iss'd to jog^ 

Came down by &vour of long fticks and b^ts# 

The Saints Who grinn'd on fpitSj like vcnTon roafting $ 
Brdiling on gridirons ; baking in an oven ; 

Or on a fork^ like checfe of Chefhire, toaftingj 
Or kicked to deaths by Satan's hoof fo cloven ; 

All humbled to the ground were forc'd to feU^ 

Spitsi forksj and gridir'ns^ ovens^ dev'l and alL 

Ev'n Saints o^jpoor Old England*s breedmg. 
In wonders, many foreign ones, exceeding, 

N 4 Our 

f Commonly known by the name of Pic Anthojc y. 
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Our hot Reformers did as roughly handle: 
In troth, poor harmlefs fouls ! they met no quarter. 
But down were tumbled. Miracle and Martyr j 

Put up in lots, and fold by inch of candle. 

Had we been Papifts — Lord ! we ftill had {ten 
Devils and Devils mates, young pimping lianr 

Tempting the blufhing Nuns of frail fifteen. 
With gangs of ogling, rofy, wanton Friars: 

Which Nuns, fo pure, no love-fpecch could cajole; 

Who ftarv'd the body, to prejerve the foul. 

Then had we feen St. Dennis with his head 
Frefh In his hand, and, with afFeftion, kifling j 

As if the nob, that from his fhoulders fled. 

By knife or broad-fword, never had been mifllng : 

Then had we feen, upon their friendly coating. 

Saints on the waves, like gulls and wigeons, floating. 

IVe feen a Saint on board a (hip. 
To whom, for a fair wind, the Papifts pray. 

Well flogg'd from ftem to ftern, by birch and whip. 
Poor wooden fellow ! twenty times a day : 

Pull'd 
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Puird by the nofe, and kick'd — call'd lubber, 0^1> 
To make him turn a wind, to fair from foul ! 
And oft thefe things have brought a profp'rous gale^ 
When pray'rs and curfcs have been found to faiL 
Tbisy had we Papifts been, had grac'd our churches^ 
Saints, feamen, nofe-puUing, kicks, whips, and birchcs% 



ODE XIV. 

Peter attacketh theR.A.'s. 



A E Royal Sirs, before I bid adieu. 

Let me inform you, /ome deferve my praife : 
But truft me, gentle 'Squires, ye are but few 

Whofc names would not difgrace my lays ; 
You'll fay, with grinning, fharp, farcaftic face, 
" We niuft be badindeedy if that's the cafe." 

Why, if the truth I muft declare. 

So, gendc 'fquires, you really are ! 

Tm greatly pleas'd, I muft allow. 

To fee ^it foreigners beat hollov) ; 
Who ftole into that dome the Lord knows hoW) 

(I hope to God no more will follow) : 

Wi)9, 
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Whp, curs'd with a poor fniv'ling fpirit. 
Were never known to vote for merii i— 



Poor narrow-minded imps. 
Hanging together juft like Ihrimps* 
I own, (fo litdc they have merited) 

That from yon noble dome. 

Made almoft an Italian and French hpmc;^ 
I long to fee the vermin ferreted* 

Yet whereas the houfe, however watch'd by catSj 
That can get rid of all its rats ? 
Or, if a prettier fimile may pleafc. 
Where is the bed that hath not fleas ? 
Or if 2L prettier ////—what London rugs 
Have not at times been vifited by iugsf 



ODB 
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O D E XV. 

p£TER taketh leave— DifpUyetk wonderful Icarniag— Seemeth 
foriy to part with his Readers — Adminiftereth crumbs of 
comfort. 

My dearcft readers ! *tis with grief I tell. 
That now, for ever, I muft bid farewell ! 

Glad, if an Ode of mine, with grins, can treat ye, 
Valete: 

w 

And if you like the Lyric Peter's oddity^ 

Plaudite. 
Rich as a Jew am I in Laiian lore — 
So, claflic readers, take a fentence more : 
Pulcbrum efi monftrari digito^ et dicier bic eft ! 

Says JuviNAL, who lov'd a bit of fame: 
In Englilh — Ah ! 'tis fwcct among the thickcft 

To be found out^ and pointed at by name^ 

To hear thc^/;f iiiii^ Great exclaim, " That's Peter, 
" Who makes much immortality by meire ; 
'* Who nobly dares indulge the tuneful whim, 
'^ And cares no more for Kings than Kings for him /" 

Yet 
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Yet one word more before we part : 
Should any take it gricvoufly to heart; 
Look noelancholy, pale, and wan> and thin^ 
Like a poor pullet that hath eat a pin ; 
Put on a poor delponding face, and pine, 
Becaufe that Peter the Bhine 
Refolvcs to give up Painting Odes i 
By all the rhynvng Goddcfles and Gods^ 
I here, upon a poet's word, proteft. 
That if it is the world's requeft 

That I again in Lyrics ftiould appear; 
Lo ! rather than be guilty of the fin 
Of lofing George the Third one subject's ^i>. 

My Lyric Bagpipe fhall be tun'd nep;t year^ 



THS 



T H S 
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A N 



HEROI-COMIC POEM. 



CANTO I. 



Prima Syracofio dignata eft ludere verfu 
Noftra, nee erubuit fyWas habitare Thalia $ 
Com canerem reget et pneliay Cynthioi aorem 
Vcllit et admonui t 



YltAkti 



I, who fo lately in my Lyric layt 

Sung to the ptaife and glory of R. A.*t | 

And fweetly tun*d to Love the melting line^ 

With Oti»*i arty and SAprBo*t warmth divine i 

Saidy (nobly daring !) " Muse, exalt thy wings, 

** Love and the Soni or Canvas quit for Kxnci.** 

Afollo, laughing at my powers of fong» 

Cry'd <*PET«t PjNOAfty prithee hold thy tongue.** 

But I, like Poets, felf-fufllcient grown, 

Keply'd, *< Apollo, prithee hold thy ewM»*^ 



TO *rHE feEADEH. 



CENTLB RJ^ADgR, 

IT is neceflary to inform thee, that His Majefty a Aually 
difcoYcred^ fome time ago, a$ he fat at table, a Louse on 
bis plate. The emotion occafioned by the unexpeSed 
ippearance of Juch a gaeft pan be better imagined than 
defcribedf 

Aq edid vas, in confequeoce, pafled for fhaviog the 
Cooks, Scullions, .&c« a^d the unfortunate LopsB con- 
demned to die^ 

Such is jtbe foundation of the Lousiad. — With what 
degree of naerit the Poem is executed, the {/^critical as 
ircU as critical Reader >yiU decide^ 

The ingenious Author, vho ought to be allowed to 
knot;? fomewhat of the matter, hath been heard privately 
to declare, that, in bi^ opinion, the Batrachomyomachia of 
Bomer, the Secchia Rapita of Taflbni, the Lutrin of 
Boileau, the Difpenfary of Gart|i, and the Rape of the 
Loct of Pope, are not to be compared to It ; and to fcx- 
:Iaim at the fame time^ with all the modeft afTurance of 
lA author— « 

Cedite, fcripti^res Romnni ; cedtte, Grali— 
Nil oitum in terrli, lAufiadif mellut. 

tVhicfa, for d&e fake of the mere Englifh Reader, is thus 
beautifully tranflated : 

Roman and Grecian Authort, great and fmall, 
The Audiorof the Lou si ad beata you all, 

THE 



THE ARGUMENT- 

THE Proemium— Defcription of the Louse's Fall — Hiftoryof 
his Wife and Family— A wonderfully fublimc Simile of z 
Cow — Difcovery of the Louse by His Majefty— The Kind's 
Horror and A/coniftinient on feeing him— equal to that he felt 
at Mr. Fox's Attempt on Prerogative — at Mr. Burke's dread- 
ful Defalcation of the Royal Table— equal to that Ws Ma- 
jcfty felt in a Tumble from his Horfc— equal to the Horrors of 
difappointed Venifon Eaters— of a Serjeant at Law— of a 
Country Girl— of a Petit-Maitre faluted by a Chimney- 
fweepcr — of the Devil when pinched by St. Dukstan's red- 
hot tongs— of Lady Wors ley— of Sam House the Patriot— 
of BltLY Ramus — of Kynaston, the *Squkc of iMtthtritsif 
•^of the perjured Christopher Atkinson— of the Prince 
of AsTURiAf— of the King of Spain— of Dr. Jorkson, 
*nd Dr. Wilson — Defcrlpti9n of His Majefty's Heart— 
moft naturally and wittily compared to a Dumpling— HI* 
Majefty's Speech to the Queen — Her Majefty's moft gracious 
und fhort Anfwer — The ftiort Speech of the beautiful Prin- 
cefl^s«f-His Majefty's rough Rejoinder — ^Thc Fear that came 
cn the Queen and her Children— beautiful Apoftrophe to the 
PrincefTcs— The King's Speech to the Pages— The King m- 
able to eat — The Qupen able^^-The King's Orders about the 
JL,ou«E — Defcription of Dixqk the Cook M^or— his Speech 
—A Speech of the Cook§ — Fine Similo of Bubble and Squeak ; 
thought more fublimo than that of Homer's Black PudJing— 
Speech of a Scullion — of a Scullion's Mate--of a Turnbrochc 
^i— J^oble Comparifon of a Tartar Monarch after he hath dined 
•««-A long and wife Speech of a Yeoman of th^ Kitchen — The 
Cpok's Approbation of the Yeoman's Speech — Grand Simile 
of a $arn and its Lodgers fet on fire by LightniDg^«T)i& 
CQfiQlnding Speech of the Cook Major, 



THE 



O U S I A D. 



CANTO THE FIRST. 

A HE Lx)usB I fmg, who, fix)m fome head unknown. 
Yet bom and educated near a throne, 
Dropp'd down — (fo will'd the dread decree of Fate !) 
With legs wide fprawling on the Monarch's plate : 
Far from the raptures of a wife's embrace 5 
Far from the gambols of a tender race, 
Whofe litde feet he taught with care to^tread 
Amidft the wide dominions of the head ; 
^Led them to dally food with fond delight. 
And tau^t the tiny wand'rers where to bite ; 
To hide, to run, advance, or turn their tails. 
When hoftile combs attacked, or vengeful nails : 
Far from thofe pleafing fcenes ordain'd to roam, 
Like wife Ulyfles, from his natiye homci 
VoL.L O Yet, 
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Yet, like that fage, though forced to roam and mourn, i 
Like him, alas ! not feted to returns 
*Who, full of rags and glory, faw his boy * i 

And wife t agam, and dog % that dy'd for joy, | 

Down dropp'd the lucklefs Louse, with fear appalled, 
And wept his wife and children as he fprawl'd. 
Thus, on a pronaontory's mifty broW:? 
The PoET*s eye, with fqrrow, faw a cow 
Take leave abrupt of bollocks, goats, and iheep. 
By tumbling headlong down the dizzy fteep ; 
No more to reign a queen ainongft the catde. 
And urge her rival beaus, the buUs, to batde; 
She fcU^, rcnicmb'rii^ ev*ry roaring lover^ 
With all hpr wild coi(rants in fields qf cloven 
Now on his legs, amidft a thoufand woes^ 
The Lx)usB4 with judge-like gravity, arofe: 
^|Ie wanted not a motive to entreat him, 
Befide the horror that the King might eat him 2 
The dread of gaiping pn the fatal fork. 
Stuck with a piece of mutton, beef, or pork. 
Or drowning 'midft the laucc in difmal dump% 
Was full enough to make hint ftir his ftumps. 

Vain 

• TcIcmachBi. f Ptnelopc, 

X ArguSj for whofc hiftozy, fee the Odyfley. 
$ — *- morieiu dnlces reminifcitar Argos« Vir*. 



THB LOUSIAD. CANTO I. I55 

Vain hope of flealing unpcrceiv'd away ! 
He might as well have tarried where he lay. 
Seen was the Lousej as with the Royal brood 
Our hungry King amus'd himfelf widi food ; 
Which proves (though fcarce believed by one in ten) 
That Kings have appetites like common men ; 
And that, like London Aldermen and Mayorj 
Kings feed on folids lefs refin'd than air. 
Painty heav'nly Mufe, the look, the very look* 
That of the Sovereign's face poiTefllon took 
When firft he faw the Louse, in fblemn ftate^ 
Grave as a Spaniard, march acrofs the plate ! 
Yet, could a Lousb a Britilh King furprile. 
And like a pair of faucers (tretch his eyes ? • 

The litde tenant of i mortal head. 
Shake the great Ruler of three realms with dread ? 
Good Lord ! (as fbmebody fublimely lings) 
What great effeds arife from litde things ! 
As many a loving fwain and nymph can tell, 
Who, following Nature's law, have lov'd too well 4 

Not with more horror did his eyes behold 
Charles Fox, that cunning enemy of old. 
When Triumph hung upon his plotting brains. 
And deu Prerogative was juft in chains : 

O a Not 
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Not with more horror drd his eye-balls work 
Convulfive on the patriotic Burke, 
When guilty of economy, the crime ! 
Edmund wide wander'd from the true /ublime^ 
And, cat-like, watchful of the flefh and filh, 
Cribb'd from the Royal table many a difh s 
Saw ev'ry flice of bread and butter cut. 
Each apple told, and number'd ev'ry nut; 
And gaug'd (composed upon no fneaking fcale) 
The Monarch's belly like a caflc of ale; 
Convinced that, in his fcheme of ftate-falvation. 
To ftarve * the Palace, was to fave the Nation : 
Not more aghaft he look'd, when, 'midfl the courfc, 
He tumbled, in a ftag-chafe, from his horfe. 
Where all the Nobles deem'd their Monarch dead; 
But luckily he pitch'd upon his head. 

Not Venison Eaters at the vanifh'd fat. 
With ftomachs wider than a Quaker's hat: 

Not 

* His Majclly was really reduced fome time fince to a moft 
mordfying dilemma. The apjles at dinner time having been, by 
a too great liberality to the Royal children, expended ; th« King 
ordered a fupply, hut was informed that the Board of Gree^ 
Cloth would pofitively allow no more. Enraged at the uncx- 
pcacd and unroyal difappointment, he furioufly put his h:.nd 
into his pocket, took out fixpence, fent a Page for two-pcnny- 
worih of pippins, and received the change. 
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Not with more horror Mifter Serjeant Pliant 
Looks down upon an empty-handed client : 
Not with more horror flares the rural Maid, 
By hopes, by fortunetellers, dreams, betray'd. 
Who fees her ticket a dire blank arife. 
Too fondly thought the twenty-thoufand prize. 
With which the fimple damfel meant, no doubt. 
To blefs her faithful fav'rite, Colin Clout, 

Not with more horror flares each lengthen'd feature^ 
Of feme fine, fluttering, mincing petit-maitre^ 
When of a wanton chimney-fweeping wag 
The beau's white veftment feels the footy bag : 
Not with more horror did the Devil look. 
When Dunftan by the «ofe the dsemon took, 
(As gravely fay our legendary fongs) 
And led him with a pair of red-hot tongs : 
Not Lady Worfley, chafte as many a nun, 
Look'd with more horror at Sir Richard's fun. 
When, rais'd on high to view her naked charms. 
He held the peeping Captain in his arms ; 
' Like David, that moft am'rous litdc dragon, 
, Ogling fweet Bcthflieba without a rag on : 

O J Not 
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Not more the great Sam Houfc* with horror ftar*d, 
By mob afFronted to the very beard; 
Whofe impudence (enough to damn a jail) 
Snatch'd from his waving hand his fox's tail. 
And ftufTd it, *midft his thunders of applaufe. 
Full in the centcf of Sam's gaping jaws. 
That, forcing down his patriotic throat. 
Of " Fox and Freedom !" ftopp'd the glorious note. 

Not with more horror Billy Ramus f ftar'd. 
When PufFiji, the Prince's hair-dreflcr, appeared 

Amidft 

• In Weffminfler Mall, where the Jh/i (the author was jaft 
about toCsLy ttoft/hi/e) of the people was to be taken on an ele^on. 

» 

f Billy Ramus — emphatically and confiantly called by His 
Majeily Sillj Ramus ; one of the Pages who (haves the Sore- 
reign, airs his ihirts, reads to Mm, writes fb|: him, and colle£U 
anecdotes. 

I Puffj his Royal Highnefs's hair^drelTer, who attending him 
at Windfor, the Prince, with his ufiial good-nature, ordered him 
to dine with the Packs. The pride of the Pages immediately 
took fire, and a petition was difpatched to the King and Prince, 
to be relieved from the diftrefsful circumftance of dining with a 
hair-dreffer* The petition was treated with the proper contempt, 
and the Pages commanded to receive Mr. Puff into their mefs, 
or quit the table. With unfpeakable mortification Mr. Ramoi 
and his brethren fuhmitud\ but, like the poor Gentoos who lofe 
' their Caft^ have not held up their heads fina. 
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Amidft their eating room^ with dread defign^ 
To Jt mdi Paoes^ and With Pages dine I 

Not with more horror Gloftcr*s Duchcfs flar'd^ 
When (bled in metaphor !) the King declar'd^ 
That not of all her mongrel breeds ona whelp 
Should in the Rojral kennel ever yelp i 

Nof more that nlan fo fweet, fo unprepar'd> 
The gentle 'Squire of Leatherhead^^ was fcar'd^ 
When> after prayers fo good> and rare a fermon^ 
He found his front attacked by fieme Mifs Vernon ; 
Who meant (Thaleftris-like^ difdaming fear !) 
To pour her foot in thunder on his uari 
Who, in GoD*s houfef, without one grain of grace> 
Spit, like a vixen, in his Worfhip's &ce; 
Then fliook her nails, as (harp as taylor fhears. 
That itch'd lo fcrape acquaintance with his ears, 

O 4 Not 

* Kynafton is the nams of the gentleman affailed by di« 
brioiu Maid of Honour, for diikpprobation of the lady as an 
icqaaitttance for his wife. 

t Verily in the House of the Loao, on the Lord's Day, in 
the year of our Lord 1785, in the village of Lcathcrhcad, im 
the county of Sorry, did this profane falival aflauk trice place 
on the pUz of 'Squire Kynafton, to the difgrtce of hb iamilyf 
the wonder of the parfon, the horror of the clerk^ aad ik» 
ftupefaiaion of the congregation. 
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Not Atkinfon* with ftronger tericr ftartcd 
(Somewhat afraid, perchance, of being carted) 
Whiwi Justice, a fly dame, one day thought fit 
To pay her ferious compliments to Kit; 
Aflc*d him a few fhort queftions about com. 
And whifper'd, fhe bcliev'd he was forfworn ; 
Then hinted, that he probably would find. 
That though (he fometimes wink'd, fhe was not blind. ' 

Not more Asturias' Princefsf look*d affright, 
At break&ft, when her fpoufe,* the unpolite, 
Hurl'd, madly heedlels both of time and place, i 

A cup of boiling cofiie in her face; 
Becaufe the fair one eat a butter'd roU, 
On which the felfiih Prince had fix'd his foul : 
Not more aflonifh'd look'd that Prince to find 
His royal father to his fece unkind; 
Who, to the caufe of injur'd beauty won, 
Sciz'd on the proud probofcis of his fon, 

(Juft 

* Mr. Chriftopher Atkinron's airing on the pillory b fuifi* 
ciently known to the public. 

t This quarrel between the Prince of Afturias and his Prin- 
cer$, with the interference of the Spaniih Monarch, as defcribed 
here, is not a poetic £dion, but an abfolnta fad, that happened 
not nuny ifiontbs ago. 
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(Juft like a tiger bf the Lybian fhade, 

Whofe furious claws the helplefs deer invade. 

And led him, till that fon its durance freed. 

By aflcing pardon for the brutal deed ; 

Led him thrice round the room (the jftory goes) 

Who foUow'd with great gravity his nofe, 

Rofolv'd at firft (for Spaniards are ftifF fluff) 

To aflc no pardon, though the fnout came off: 

Not more aflonifh'd look'd that Spanifh King,* 

Whene'er he mifs'd a fnipe upon the wing : 

Not more aflonilh'd look'd that King of Spain, 

To fee his gun-boats blazing on the main : 

Not Doftor Johnfon more, to hear the tale . 

Of vile Piozzi's marrying Miflrefs Thrale 5 

Nor Doftor Wilfon, child of am*rous folly. 

When young Mac Clyfler bore off Kate Macaulay.f 

What 



* His Moil Catholic Majeily's fhooting merits are univerfally 
acknowledged. Though far advanced in years j he is flill the 
admiration of his fobjedb, and the envy of^his brother Kings, 
u a Shot ; and it is well known, that even on thofe days when 
the Royal Robes arc obliged to be worn, his breeches pockets are 
ftuffcd with gun flbts, fcrews, hammers, and other implements 
neceflary to the deflru^iion of fnlpes, partridges, and wild pigs. 

t The fair Hiilorian. 
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What dire emodons ihook the Monarch's foul! 
Juft like two biUiard balls his eyes 'gan rdl; 
Whilft anger all hb Royal heart poflefs*d^ 
That^ fwelling, wildly bunnp'd againft his breaft; 
Bounc'd at his ribs with aU its might fo ftout^ 
As refblutely bent on jumping out^ 
ff T' avenge, with all its powers, the dire difgrace, 
"* " nobly fpit in the offender's face. 



Tht& ti large dumpling to its cell confin'd^ 

(A veiif apt allufion, to my mind) 

Lies inil§> until the water waxeth hot> 

Then buttles 'midft the tempeft of the pot: 

In vain I — the lid keeps down the child of dou^^ 

That bouncing, tumUing, iweadng, roQs below. 

<' What's that 1 what's diat !" th* aftonifh'd Monardi 

cries, 
(Lifting to pitying Heav'n his piteous eyes) 
** What monfter's that, that's got into the houfe? 
** Look, look, look, Charly I is not that a loufe?" 
The Queen look'd down, and &id, «^ Mine Gotcl 

«* good la! 
And with a fmilc the grey-back'd stranoer faw. 
Each Princels ftrain'd her lovely neck to fee. 
And, with another fmile, exclaim'd, «^ Good me!"— 

«^ Mine 
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« Mine Gotc ! Good mc ! is that all you can lay*?" 
(Our gradbus Monarch cry*d, with huge difmay.) 
« What ! what I a filly vacant fmilc take place 
" Upon your Majcfly's and children's face, 
" Whilft that vileLousH (foon, foon to beunjointcd !) 
" AfFronts the prcfence of the Lord's Anointed T* 

Dafh'df as if tax'd with Hell's nraft deadly fins. 
The Queen and Princcfles drew in their chins, 
Look'd prim, and gave each exdamadon o'er. 
And, very prudent, * word fpake never more.' 
Sweet Maids! the beauteous boaft of Britain's Iflc^ 
Speak— were thofe peerlefe lips forbid to fmilc ? 
Lips ! that the foul of fimple Nature moves— 
Form'd by the bounteous hands of all the Lovss ! 
Lips of delight ! unftain'd by Satire's gall I 
Lips! that I never kils'd^— and never fhall. 

Now, to each trembling Page, a poor mute nMufe^ 
Thc^WKj Monarch cried, " Is this your Loufe?*' 
" Ah! Sire,'* (reply'd each Page with pig-like whine) 
** An't pleafe your Majefty, it is not mine." 
" Not thine?'' (die hafty Monarch cried agcn) 
'* What? what? what? what? what? who the devilV 
then?" 

Now 
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Now at this lad event the Sovereign, fore. 
Unhappy, could not eat a mouthful more : 
His wifcr Queen, her gracious ftomach ftudying. 
Stuck moft devoutly to the beef and pudding; 
For Germans arc a very hearty fort. 
Whether begot in Hog-ftyes or a Court ; 
Who bear (which Ihews their hearts are not of ftone) 
The ills of otliers better than their own. 

Grim Terror feiz*d the fouls of all the Pages, 
Of different fizes, and of different ages j 
Frightened about their penfions or their bones. 
They on each other gap'd lijcc Jacob's fons ! 

Now to a Page, but wbicb we can't determine, 
The growling Monarch gave the plate and vermin : 
** Watch well that blackguard animal," he cries, 
*^ That foon or late, to glut my vengeance, dies ! 
^* Watch, like a cat, that vile marauding Louse, 
" Or Georgp ftiall play the devil in the houfe. 
** Some Spirit whilpcrs, that to Cooks I owe 
" The precious vifitor that crawls below 5 
<* Yes, yes! the whifp'ring Spirit tells me true, 
/* And foon (hall vengeance all their locks purfuc, 

<* Cooks, 
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'^ Cooks, fcourers, fcuUions too, with tails of pig, 
" Shall lofe their coxcomb curls, and wear a wig." 
Thus roar'd the King — not Hercules fo bigj 
And all the Palace echo'd — " Wear a wi^!" 



*o ' 



Fear, like an ague, ftruck the pale-nos*d Cooks, 
And dafli'd the beef and mutton from their looks; 
Whilft from each cheek the rofe withdrew its red. 
And Pity blubber'd o*er each menaced head. 

But lo ! the great Cook-major * comes ! his eyes 
Fierce as the redd'ning flame that roaft$ and fries j 
His cheeks like bladders, with high paflion glowing, 
Or like a fat Dutch trumpeter's when blowing. 
A neat white apron his huge corpfe embrac'd, 
Ty'd by two comely firings about his waift : 
An apron that he purchas'd with his riches. 
To guard from hoftile grcafe his velvet breeches— 
Ah apron that, in Monmouth-Street high hung. 
Oft to the winds with (weet deportment fwung. 

'* Ye fons of dripping, on your Major look ! 
(In founds of decp-ton'd thunder cry'd the Cook) 

« By 

• Dixon« 



/ 
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" By this white apron, that no more can hope 
•* To join the piece in Mifter Inkle*sihopi 
«' That oft hath held the beft of Palace meat, 
<* And from this forehead wip*d the briny fweat j 
^* I fwear this head difdains to lofe its locks ; 
<^ And thofe that do not, tell them they arc Shcis. 
*^ Whofc head, my Cooks, fuch vile difgrace endures ? 
•* Will it be yours, or yours, or yours, or yours ? 
^< Ten tboufand crawlers in that head bahatch^d^ 
*'. For ever,itching, but be never fcratch'd ! 
^^ Then may the diarmmg perquifite of greafe 
** The Mammon of your pocket ne*er mcrcafe i— 
*' Greafe ! that fo frequendy hath brought you coin, 
'' From veal, pork, mutton, and the great Sir Loin. 
** O brothers of the Ipit, be firm as rocks : 
*' Lo ! to no King on earth I yield thefe locks* 
*' Few are my hairs behind, by age endear'd !— 
*^ But, few or many, they fhaD not be fhear*d. 

*^ Sooner ihall Madam SchweUenberg,* the jade, 
** Yidd up her fiiv'rite perquifites of trade ; 
*' Give up her facrcd Majefty's old gown^ 
<< Caps, petticoats, and aprons, without ftowns: 

She! 

f Miftrcrs of tlie Robes t^Her MAJeily. 
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" She ! who for ever ftucjics mifducf— She ! 

^* Who fooA will be as hfofy as a bee^ 

" To get the libeit7 of lodes en(lav*d> 

<' Aod ev'ry hannlels cook luid fcaUion ihaT'dr^ 

« She, if by chance a Brisijb Servant Maid, 

" By fomc infmuating tongue bctray'd, 

« Induc'd the fair forbidden fruit to taftc, 

*^ Growsj lucklels, fomwhat bigger in the waift; 

" RantSj ftorms, fwears, turns the penitent to door, 

'* Graced with the pretty names of B — ch and W — ^ 

" To range a proftitute upon the Town, 

" Or, if the weeping wretch think better, drown : — 

" Bu^ if a German Spider-brufher fails, 

" Whofe nofegrows iharper, and whofe fhape tells tales ; 

" Hufli* d is th* affair — the Queen and She, good 

dame, 
" Both club their wits to hide the growing fhamc ; 
" Towed her, get fome fool — I mean fome xvi/e man ; 
" Then dub the prudent Cuckold an Excifcman— 
" She ! who hath got more infolence and pride, 
" God mend her heart ! than half the world befide t 
" Shcl who, of guttling fond, fluffs down more meat,* 
" Hcav*n help her ftomach ! than ten men can eat ! 
'' Ten men ! aye, more than ten — ^the hungry hag ! 
*' Why, zound^! di? woman's ftomach's like a bag: 

She J 
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" She ! who will fwell the uproar of the houfe, 
** And tell the King damn'd lies about the loufe ; 
** When probably that loufe (a vile old trull !) 
«< Was born and nourilh^d in her own gray fculh 

*' Sooner the room fti^U buxom Nanny* quit, * 
" Where oft flic charms her maftcr vfith her wit; 
'^ Tells tales of ev*ry body, ev'ry thing, 
*^ From honeft courtiers to the thieves who fwing — 
*^ Waits on her Sovereign while he reads dilpatches, 
*^ And wifely winds up ftate affairs or watches : 

'' Sooner the Prince (may Heav'n his income 
« mend!) 
*' Shall quit his bottle, miftrcfs, or his friend ; 
*' Laugh at the drop on Misery's languid eye, 
*^ And hear her finking voice widiout a figh ; 
** Break for the wealth of realms his facred word, 
" And let the world write coward on his fword: 
*' Sooner fliall ham from fowl and turkey part, 
" And Huffing leave a calf s or bullock's heart: 
** Sooner Ihall toafted cheefe take leave of muftard, 
<• And from the codlin tart be torn the cuftard : 

" Sooner 

• Buxom Nanny— a female fervant of the Palace, who co»- 
ftantly attends the King when he reads difpatches. 
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** Sooner thcfe hands the glorioiis haunch Ihall fpoil, 

" And all our nnelted b«ter turn to oil: 

" Sooner our pious Kiso, with pious face> 

" Sit down to dinner widiout faying grace ; 

" And cv'ry night falvation pray'rs put forth, 

" Fof Portland^ Fox, Burke, Sheridan, and North : 

" Sooner fliall falhion order frogs and fhaib, 

" And difhclouts ftick eternal to our tails ! 

" Let Georgb view Mii^isters with furly looks» 

" Abufc 'em, kick 'em — ^but revere his Cooks !"— 

" What/lofe our locks !'* reply 'd the roafting crew, 

" To Barbers yield 'em ?— Damme if we do ! 

" Be rtiav'd like foreign dogs one daily meets, 

" Naked and blu^, and fliiv'ring in the ftreets ! 

" And from the Palace be afham'd to range, 

" For fear the world Ihould think we had the mange j 

" By taunting boys made weary of our lives, 

** Broad-grinning wh — es, and ridiculing wives !** — 

" Roufe, Opposition !" roar'd a tipfey Cook, 
With htods a-kimbo, and bubonic look — 
" Tis She alone our noble curls can keep — 
'* Without HER, Ministers would fall afleep: 
" Tis SHE who makes great men — our Foxes, Pitts, 
*^ And fharpens, whetftone-like, the Nation's wits : 
Vol. !• P " Kn&cks 
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'^ Knocks off your knaves and foolsy however greatj 

^^ And, broom*likej fweeps die cobwebs of die State: 

" In calks like fulphur that expels bad air, 

** And makes, like thunder-claps, foul weather feir; 

•^ A6ts like a gun, that, fir'd at gathered foot, 

" Preferves the chinuiey and the houfe to boot : 

•* Or, like a fchool-boy's whip, that keeps up tops, 

** The finking Realm, by flagellation, props. 

*^ Our Monarch muft not be indulg'd too far; 

^\ Befides ! I love a litde bit of war. 

** Whether to crop our curk he boafts a right, 

*^ Or not, I do not care the Loufe's bite ; 

** Butthen, no force-work! No! Noforce,byHeav*n! 

^* Cooks! Yeomen! Scourers! wewillnotbedriv'n. 

** Try but to force a pig agamft his will, 

*^ Behold ! the fturdy gentleman ftands ftiU ! 

^ Or, p'rhaps, (his pow'r to let the driver know) 

" Gallops the very road he ihould not go— 

^' No force for me ! — ^The French, the fawning dogs, 

" E'en let fbem lofe their freedom, and eat frogs j 

^^ Damme ! I hate each pale /oupe-maiff^e thief— 

** Give me my darling liberty and beef." 

He fpoke — and from his jaws a lump he Aid, 
And, fwearing, manful flung to earth his quid. 

Then 



i 
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then (welling Prids forbade his tongue t6 reft^ 
Whilft wild emotions laboured' in his breaft-^ 
Now founds confas'd his anger niadc him muttei*. 
And, when he thought on (having, curies fputter. 
Such is the found (the fimile's not weak) 
Form'd by what mortals Bubblb* call, and Scjueak, 
When 'midft the frying-pan, in accents favage^ 
The beef fo furly quarrels with the cabbage. 

*' Be (hav'd 1" a Scullion loud began to bellow. 
Loud as a pari(h bull, or poor Othello, 
Plac'd by d^t rogue Iago upon thorns. 
With all the hcyrors'of a pair of horns : 
Iu)ud as th* Exciseman t ftruggling for his life. 
And panting in a moft inglorious ftrife; 

P 2 When 

^ The modeft Author of the Lousia^ maft do himfelf the 
joitice to declare here^ that his fimile of the Babble and Sqaeak 
u vaflly more natural and more fublime than Homer's black 
padding on a grid-iron> illuftrating the motions and emotions of 
^ Hero Ulysses. Fii/t Odyssb r. 

t This affair happened a few years fince.— ^An Excifeman 
feiziAg fome finoggled goods belonging to a Princefs, a relatioa 
^ the Great Frederic, her Highness fell upon the poor Rat dt 
^of^e, and almoil fcratched his eyes out i the Excifeman nude a 
formal complaint to the King^ begging to be relieved from the 
difgrace. The gallant Monarch returned for anfwer, that he 
pyt np the dudes to his coniin the l^rincefs ; but could not coa- 
ccive how the hand pf a £^r Lady could diihonour the £ice of 
^Ezcifduuu 
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When on his face the ftnuggjing Princefs fprung. 
And, cat-like clawing, to his yifage clung. 

*^ Be fhavM like pigs V rqoin'd the fcullion's mate. 
His difhclout Ihaking, and his pot-crown*d pate : 
*^ What barber dares it, let him watch his nofe, 
*' And,- curfc mc !• dread the rage of thefe ten toes." 
So faying, with an oath to raife one's hair. 
He kick'd with threatening foot the yielding air* 

Thus have I feen an Ass (baptiz'd a Jack) 
Grac'd by a Chimneysweeper on his back. 
Prance, fnort, and fling his heels with liberality. 
In imitation of a horse of q^tality. 

" Be Ihav'd !" an underftrapperTuRNBROCHE ciy'dt 
In all the foaming energy of pride*— 
" Zounds I let us take His Majefty in hand I 
*^ The King fhall find he lives at our conunand: 
*« Yes ; let him* know, with all his wond'rous ftate^ 
*^ His teeth and ftomach on our wills ftiall wait: 
" fFe rule the platters, we command the ^t, 
" And George fliall hiarc his mefs when wt think fit; 

^' Stay 
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" Stay tUl ourfehes Ihall condefcend to cat, 

*' And then, if we think proper, have his meat." 

Thus having fed on venifon rather coarfe, 
A colt, or crocodile, or difh of horfe. 
The Tartar quits his fmoaky hut with fcorn. 
Sounds to the kingdoms of the world his horn ; 
And treating Monarchs like his flaves or fwinc^ 
Informs them they have liberty to dine. 

'* Heav*ns!" cryM a Yeoman, with much learn- 
ing grac'd. 
In books as well as meat, a man of tafte^ 
Who read with vaft applaufe the daily news. 
And kept a cloie acquaintance with 'the Muse s 
Conundrum^ rebus made, acroftic, riddle s 
And fung his dying fonnets to the fiddle, 
When Love, with cruel dart, the murd'ring thiefi 
His heart had (pitted, like a piece of beef i 
'* Are thefe," he faid," of Kings, the whims and jokes ? 
" Then Kings can be as mad as common folks. 
" Dame Nature, when a Prince's head flie makes, 
" No more concern about the infide takes, 
" Than of the infide of a bug's or bat's, 
" A flea's, a grafshopper's, a cur's, a cat's ! 

P 3 "As 
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" As carclefs as the Artist, trunks dcfignin^ 
<* About the trifling circumftancc of limngi 
*' Whether of Cumberland he ufe the plays, 
** Mifs Bumey's novels, or Mifs Seward's lays 5 
^* Or facred dramas of Mifs Hannah More, 
*' Wher^ all the Nine, with little Moses, fnorc ; 
«« Or good' Squire Pindar's Odes, or Wharton's IHck } 
** Or Horace Walpole's Doubts upon King Dick, 
** Who furious drives, at times, his old goofe quill, 
" On StrawVrry^ (Reader!) not di' Aofiian Kill\ 
^* Whether he doom the Royal Speech to ding, 
*' Or tboje of Lords and Conimons t9 the King; 
" Where one begs money, and the others granf 
^* So eafy, freely, friendly, complaifant, 
*? As though the cafh were really all their own, 
*' y o purchafe knick-knacks * that difgracc a throne. 
** Ah, me ! did people know what trifling things 
** Compofe thofc idols of the earth call'd KingSy 
" Thofe counterparts of that important fellow^ 
'' The children's wonder — Signor Punchinello; 

Who 

• The Civil Lift, wc are inclined to think, feels deficieacirs 
from toys-rFor an inftancc, we will appeal to Mr. Coinming's 
non-defcript of a time-piece at the Queen's Houfe, which coft 
nearly two thoqfand poanas. The fame artift is alfo allowe4 
^ool. fir annum to keep the bauble in repair. 
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" Who ftruts upon the ftagc his hour away ; 
" His outIide> gold — ^his infide, rags and hay; 
*' No more as God's Vicegerents would they Ihine, 
" Nor make the world cut throats for Right Divine. 

*' Thofe L.ORDS of Earth, at dinner, we have feen, 
• Sunk, by the mereft trifles, with the Ipleen — 
" Oft for an ill-drefs'd egg have heard them groan, 
" And feen them quarrel for a mutton bone : 
" At fait or vinegar, with paflion, fume, 
'* And kick dogs, chairs, and pages, round the room.* 

•' Alas ! how often have we heard them grunt, 
" Whene'er the rufhing rain hath fpoil'd a hunt ! 
" Their fanguine wifhes crofs'd, their fpirits clogg'd, 
" Merc riding difhclouts homeward they have jogg'd ; 
" Poor imps! the fport (with all their pride and pow'r) 
" Of Nature's diuretic ftream — a fhow'r ! 

P 4 This 

• This is partly a pifturc of the laft reign as well as the pre* 
fent. The paflions of George the Second were of the moft im- 
petuous kind— his hat and his favourite minifler. Sir Robert 
Walpole, were too frequently the foot^ialls of his ill humour— 
^y, poor Queen Caroline came in for a fhare of his foot bene- 
volence. But he was a Prince of yirtvics^^uti flura nitent» non eg9 
panels ofcndar msuulis. 



tl6 THB LOUSIAp* CANTQ f» 

*^ This we J the aftors in the farce, perceive; 
** But this the ^tf»/ world will ne'er believe, 
'^ Who fancy Kings to all the virtues bom, 
'* Ne*er by the vulgar ftorms of pafiion torn; 
'^ But, bleft with fouls fb cahii, like fummer feas^ 
*' That fmile to Heav'n, unruffled by a breeze: 
** Who think that Kings, on wifdom always fed^ 
^' Speak fentences like Bacon's brazen head; 
** Hear from their lips the vileft nonfenfe feU, 
*' Yet think fome heav'nly fpirit didates all; 
** Conceive tlieir bodies of celeftial clay, 
*^ And, though all aihnent, facred from decay; 
'' To nods and fmiles their gaping homage bring, 
** And thank their Goo their eyes have fcen a King \ 
** Lord ! in the circle when our Royal Mastbr 
^^ Pours out his words as &il as hail, or fader, 
" To country 'Squires, and wives of country 'Squires; 
'^ Like fhick pigs (taring, how each oaf admires ! 
" Lo ! ev'ry fyllable becomes a G?m ! 
'* And if, by chance, the Monarch cough, or hem, 
Seiz'd with the fymptoms of a deep furprifc. 
Their joints widi rcv'rence tremble, and their eyes 
« RoU wonder firftj then, Ihrinking back with fear, 
" Would lude behind the brains, were any there. 

" How 
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" How taken is this idle world by Ihow 1 

" Birdi, riches, are the Baals to whom we bowj 

" Preferring, with a foul as black as foot, 

" A rogue on horfeback, to a faint on foot. 

" See France, fee Portugal, Sicilia, Spain, 

" And noark the defert of each Despot's brain ; 

" Whofc tongues fliould never treat with taiants a F00L5 

" Who prove that nothing is too mean to rule. 

" What could the Prince, high tow'ring like a fteeple, 

" Without the Majesty of Us the People? 

'' Go, like the King of Babylon,* to grafe, 

" Or wander, like a beggar with a pafs ! 

" However modem Kings may Cooks delpife, 

" Warriors and Kings were cooks, or Hift'ry lies.— 

" Patroclus broird beef-fteaks to quell his hunger: 

'* The mighty Agamemnon potted conger! — 

" AndCHARLESofSwEDEN,*midft his guns and drums, 

" Spread his own bread and butter widi his thumbs. 

" Be ihav'd I — ^No ! — fooner pill'ries, jails, the (locks, 

" Shall pinch this corpfe, than Barbers fnatch my 

« k>cks." 
" Well haft thou faid," a Scourer bold rejoin'd; 
" Damme ! 1 love the man who fpeaks his mind/' 

Then 

• Nebuchadnezzar. 
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Then In his arms the oratof he took, 

And.fworc he was an angel of a Cook* 

Awhile he held hinn with a Comilh hug; 

Then feiz'd, with glorious gralp, a pewter mug, 

Whofe ample womb nor cyder held nor ale. 

But neftar fit for Jove, and brew'd by Thrale. 

♦^ A health to Cooks," he cried, and wav*d the pot; 

" And he who fighs for titles is a fot — 

*' Let Dukes and Lords the world in wealth lurpafs; 

*' Yet many a lion*s Ikin conceals an afe. 

*' Lo ! tKis is one amongft my golden rules, 

*' To think the greateft men the greateft fools : 

•' The GREAT are judges of an opera fong, 

" And fly a Briton's for a eunuch's tongue ; 

" Thus idly fquand'ring for a fquall their riches, 

" To feint with rapture at thofc cats in breeches. 

** Accept this truth from me, my lads— the man 

" Who fifft found out a fpit, or fiying-pan, 

" Did ten times more towards the public good, 

«* Than all the tawdry titles fince the flood : 

" Titles! that Kings may grant to afl"es, mules, 

*' The fcorn of fages, and the boaft of fools," 



He 
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He ended— All the Cooks exclaimed, *' Divine !'* 
Then whilper'd one another, 'twas ** damn'd fine!'* 
Thus fpoke the Scourer like a man infpir'd, 
Whofc Ipeech the heroes of the kitchen fir*d : 
Grooms, mafler fcourers, (bullions, fcullions" matofi/ 
With all the overfeers of knives and plates^ 
Felt their brave fouls like frifky cyder work. 
Whizzing in oppolition to the cork : . " 

Earth's Potentates appeared ignoble things, 
And Cooks of greater confequence than Kings; 

Such is the powY of words, where truth unites. 

And fuch the rage that injur'd worth excites ! 

The Scourer's fpeech, indeed, with reafon bleft, 

Inflam'd wijth godlike ardour all the reft. 

Thus if a bam Heav'n's vengeful lightening draw. 

The flame ethereal darts amongft the ftraw ; 

Doors, rafters, beams, owls, weazels, mice end rats. 

And (if unfortunately moufing) cats ; 

All feel the fierce devouring fire in turn, 

And, mingling in one conflagration, bum. 

•* Sons of the Spit," the Major cry'd again, 
'* Your warlike fpceches prove you bleft with brains 
*^ Brain ! that Dame Nature gives not ev'ry head, 
*^ But fills the vaft vacuity with lead !— 

<' Yet 
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" Yet ere for oppofition we prepare, 
«* And bravely batdc in the caufe of Hair ; 
" Methinks 'twould be but decent to petition^ 
«* And tcU the King, with firmncis, our condidon; 
*^ Soon as our fad comprint he hears us utter, 
*' His gracious heart n»y melt away like butter; 
" Fair Mercy ihine amidft our gloomy houfe, 
«* And angcr'd Majesty forget the Louse.'* 



ADVERTISEMENT, 

lis many people periifl in their incredulity with refpefl to tho 
attack made by the Barbers on the heads of the hannlefs Cooks* 
I (hall exhibit a lifl of the anhappy fufferers : it is the Palace 
lift, and therefore as authentic as the Gazette. 



A TRUE LIST OP THE SHAVED AT BVCKINOH AM HOVt8« 



Two Matter Cooks, 
Three Yeoman ditto. 
Four Grooms, 
Three Children, 
Two Mafter Scourers, 
Six Under Scourers, 
Six Tumbroches, 



Two Soil-carriers, 
Two Door-keepers, 
Eight Boys, 
Five Paftry Peopte, 
Eight Silver Scullery, for 
laughing at the Cooks. 



In allj ^fiy one. 



A joong man, named John Bear, would not fubmit, and loft 
Jiis place. 
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CANTO THE SECOND. 

JN YMPHS of the facred fount, around whofe brink 
Bards rufh in droves, like cart-horfes, to drink ; 
Dip their dark beards amidft your ftreams fo dear. 
And, whilft they gulp it, wifli it ale or beer i 
Far more delighted to poflefs, I ween. 
Old Calvert's brewhoufe for their Hippocrene ; 
And bleft with beef, . their ghoftly forms to fill. 
Make Dolly's chophoufe their Aonian hill; 
More plcas'd to hear knives, forks, in concert join. 
Than all the tinkling cymbals of the Nine i 
Affift mc— ye who themes fublime purfue. 
With fcarcc a fhift, a docking, or a fhoe ! 
Such powV have fatires, epigrams, and odes. 
As make ev'n bankrupts of the bom of gods^ 
Vol. L * Q^ As 
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As well as mortal bards, who oft bewaQ 
Their unfuccefsful madrigals in jail. 
Where penn'd, like haplei* cuckoos^ in a cage. 
The ragged warblers pour their tuneful rage; 

* Deck the damp walls with verfe of various quality. 
And, from their prifons, mount to imm(»talit7. 

Ah ! tell me where is now thy blufh, O Shame? 
Shall bards through jaih explore the road to Fame ? 
Like fouls of Papifb in thdr way to glorjr, 

• Doomed at the half-way houfe, call'd Purgatory, 
To bum, before they reach the realms of light. 
Like old tobacco-pipes, from Uack to white ? 
Yet let me fay again, that powerful riiymc 
^Hath lifted poets to a ftate iubUme$ 

To lofty pill'rics raised their facred ears 
High o*er the heads of marvelling co mp ee rs , 
Whole eggs, potatoes, turnips, and their tops. 
Paid flying homage to their tuneful chops ! 
Bleft ftate ! that gives each fair exalted mien. 
To grace in print a monthly magazine; 
And deck the Ihops with fwect engravings dreft, 
'Midft angels, finncrs, faints of Mifter West ; 
Where brave King Alexatider and the Decr, 
A nobk buttling hodge-podge ftiall appear. 

From 
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From that fam'd* pifturc which our wonder drew. 
And pour'd its brazen fplendors on the view; 
Bright as the pifhires that with g^rious gbuTj 
On pent-houie high, in Piccadilly flares 
Where lions feem to roar, and tig? rs grow]> 
Hyaenas whine, and wolves in concert howl s 
And, by their gpggling eyes and fiirious grin^ 
Inform what Ihaggy devils lodge within. 

Ye NYMPHS who, fond of fun, full many a dmc^ 
Mount on a jack-afs many a child of rhyme^ 
And make him think, aflride his braying hack^ 
He moves fublime on Pegafus's back : 
Ye MusBs> oft by brsunlefs poets fou^t 
To bid the ftanza chime, and Iwdl with thou^t i 
Who, whelping for Oblivion, fain would favc 
Their whiiung puppies from the (iiUen waves 
Aflift me 1 YE who vifit towns and hovels. 
To teach our girls in bibs to eke out novdsj 
And treat with fcom (£ir noiler knowledge ftudying) 
The humble art of making pye or pudding: 
Who bid our Sapphos of their verfc be vain. 
And &ncy all ParnaflTus in their brain ; 

Q^a And, 

* A whole acre of canvas fo daubed by coloar as to give it 
tKf appearance of a braft fovndery. 
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And, 'mid the buftlc of their lucubrations. 
Take downright madncfs for your infpirations ; 
*Charm'd with the cadence of a lucky line. 
Who tafte a rapture equal, George, to thine; 
When, bleft at Datchbt, through thy Herschell's 

glafs. 
That brings from diftant worlds a horfe, an afs, 
A tree, a windmill, to the curious eye. 
Shirts, (lockings, blankets, that on hedges dry. 
Thine eyes, at evenings late, and mornings foon, 
Unfated feaft on wonders in the Moon ; 
Where Herschell on volcanoes, mountains, pores, 
And happy Nature's true fublimc explores ; 
Whilft thou, fo modeft, (wonderful to tell !) 
On LUNAR tr^es art content to dwell, 
Flies,^ grafshoppers, grubs, cobwebs, cuckoo ipittle; 
In fhort, delighted with the world of liule ;. 
Which West (hall paint, and grave Sir Joseph'Banks 
Receive from thy hiftoric mouth with thanks ; 
Then bid the vermin on the journals * crawl. 

Hop, jump, and flutter, to amufe us alL 

I 

And thou, great Patron t of the double qulU, I 
That flays by rhyme, and murders by a pill, j 

A pretty, 

* *Cf the Royal Society. f . Apollo. 
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A pretty kind of double-barrerd gun, 
Moregiv'n to tragic than tpcpoiic fun; 
Aufpicious Patron of the paunch and backs 
Of thofe all-daring rafcals chriften'd quacks. 
To whom our purfc and lives arc le^l plunder. 
Who, hawk-like, keep the human fpecies under : 

God of thofe gentlemen of gingling brains, 
Who, for ^beir own amujement^ pript their ftrains ; 
Strains that ne'er foar'd beyond the beetle's flight. 
Save on the pinions of a fchool-boy's kite ; 
Strains arrant ftrangers to a depth profound. 
Save when deep pilgrimaging under grpund, 
In humble rags, like Tinners in a mine, 
They pay their court to Cloacjna's fhrine; 
Strains that no ray of light nor warmth proclaim. 
Save when, committed to the fire, thpy flame j 
Strain^that a circulation never found. 
Save when they turn'd on beef or ven'fon round: 
Oh! aid, as lofty Homer fays, my nouje 
To flag fublime the Monarch and the Louse ! 

Nymphs, Phcebus, in my Jirft heroic chapter 
I (hould have pray'd for crumbs of tuneful rapture : 
Thus to forget my friends was not fo clever; 
But, fays the proverb, " better late than never'* 

0^3 Well! 
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Well \ fince I'm in the invocation trade^ 

To CoKsciBNCE let my compliments be piud— * 

Cok SCIENCE, a terrifying little fprite. 
That, bat-like, winks by day, and wakes by night; 
Hunts through the heart's dark holes each lurkmg vicCi 
As (hatp as weafels hunting eggs or mice ; 
Who, when the lightnings flafh, and thunders crack) 
Makes our hair briftlc like a hedge-hog*s back; 
Shakes, ague-like, our hearts with wild commotion; 
Uplifts our fitint-like eyes with dread devotion; 
Bids the poortremblingtonguei^aketermswithlfeav'n, 
And promife miracles to be fbrgiv'^n j 
Bids fpeftres rife, not very like the Gfaces, 
With goggling eyes, black b^irds, and Tyburn fitces; 
With fcencs of firps pf glowing brimftone fcares. 
Spits, forks, and proper culinary wares 
Forroafting, broiling, frying, fricafieeing •■ 
The Soul, that fad offending little Being i 
That ftubborn ftuff, of falamander make, 
Proof to the fury of the burning lake. 

O Conscience 1 thou ftr^t jacket of the foul. 
The madding fallies of die bard control; 

Who, 
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Whoj vfaen inclin'd, like brother bards^ to lie» 
Bring Truth's neglcdled form before his eye ; 
Fair Maid ! to towns and courts a ftranger grown^ 
And now to rural fwains almoft unknown^ 
Whole company was once theif prudent choice ; 
Who once, delighted, fiften'd to her voice; 
When in their hearts the gentler paflion ftrove. 
And Constancy went hand m hand with I/)V£ ! 
Sweet Truth, who fteals through lonely fhadcs along. 
And mingles with the turtle's note her ibng ; 
Whllft Falshood, rais*d by fycophantic tricks, 
Unblulhing, flaunts if in a coach and fix. 

Conscience ! who bid'ft our Monarch, from the 
nation. 
Send fbns to Gottingen for education. 
Since helplefe Cam and Isis, loft to knowledge. 
Are ideots to this« Hanoverian college. 
Where fimple Science beams with orient rayj 
The great, the glorious Athens of the day 1 
So fays the Ruler of us EngliQi fools. 
Who cannot judge like bim of Wisdom's fchools. 

Dear attic Gottingen ! to thee I bow. 
Of Knowledge, oh ! moft wonderful milch cow ! 

0^4 From 
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«< As it wag in the begimung , i« now, aa4 evtr (LJl be, world without, i 
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Who^ lawtefs plund'rerj in his wild career, 
Whelm'd Asia's eye with woe, and h«rt with fear; 
Whofe wheels on carnage roll'd, and, drench'dwitk 

blood. 
From gafping Nature fwc'd the blulhii^ fioods 
Y^hilft Havock^ pandng with triumi^iaat braui^ 
Nerv'd his red arm, and bul'd the hills of deadu— ^ 
And now to thee, O lovely Famb, I bend; 
Let all thy trumpets this great work commend i 
Give one apiece to all the leam*d Reviews, 
And bid them found the labours of the Muie: 
Give to the Magazines a trumpet each. 
And let the fwdling note to doomfda^ reach : 
To daily News-papers a trumpet give ; 
Thus ftiall my epic ftrain for ever live: 
Thus fhall my book defceod to diftant times. 
And rapt pofterity refound my rhymes. 
By fiiture Beauties fhall each tome be prei):. 
And, with their lapdogs, live a pariour guefl. 

Thee, deareft Fame, fomt mercenaries hail. 
Merely to gain their labours a good fale$ 
Or rife to fair preferment by thy tongue, 
Though deaf as adders to thy charms of fong; 

Juft 
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Juft as the hypocrites fay prayVs, fmg pfalm^ 

Beftow upon the blind and cripple alms ; 

Yidd g^ry to the Pow*r who rules above^ 

Not from a principle of heavenly love. 

But, Iheaking rafcals ! to obtain, when dead, 

A comfortable lodging over head. 

When forc'd by age, or do&ors, or their ipouie^ 

The vagrants quit their fublunary houies. 

With tirefome invocation having done. 
At length our glorious Ejhc may go on. 
Lo ! Madam Schwellbnberg, indin'd to cram^ 
Was wond'rous bufy o'er a plate of ham ; 
A ham that once adom'd a German pig» 
Rough as a bear, and as a jack-afs big; 
In woods of Weftpbaly by hunters fmitten. 
And lent a prefent to the Queen of Britain. 

But ere we farther march, ye Mufes, lay 
Somewhat of Madam Schwsllenberg, I pray. 
If ancient poets mention but a horfe, 
We read his genealogy of courfc : 
Oh ! fay, fhall horfes boaft the deathlefs line» 
And Q'er a Ladf% lineage fleep the Nine ? 



Br 
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By virtue of her father and her mother. 
This .woman faw the light without much pother i 
That is — no grand commotions fhook our earth j 
Apollo danc'd no hornpipe at her birth. 
To fay to what perfeftion fhe was born. 
What wit, what wifdom fhould the Nymph adorn: 
No bees around her lips in clutters hung, 
To tell the future fweetnefs of her tongue ; 
Around her cradle perch'd no cooing dove^ 
To mark the foul qf innocence and love; 
No fmiling Cupids round her cradle play'd. 
To fhow the future conquefts of the maid, 
Whofe charms wouki make the jealous fex her foes, 
And with their lightnings blatt a thoufand beaus. 
Indeed the Mufe muft own a trifling pother 
Sprung up between the fadier and the mother; 
For, after taking methods how to gain her. 
They knew not how the dey '1 they fhould maintain her, 

Heav'ns! what! no prodigy attend i&^r birth. 
Who awes the greateft palace upon earth ? 
Yes ! a black cat round the bantling fquall'd, 
Join'd its young cries, and all the houfe appall'd : 
Now here, now there, he fprung with vifagc wild, 
/Vnd made a bold attempt to kifs the (;hildi 

Bap 
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Bats pour'd in hideous hofts into the room. 

And, imp-like, flitting, fonm'd a fudden gloom; 

Then to the cradle rufh'd the dark'ning throng,. 

And, raptur'd, Ihriek'd congratulating fong j 

Which ibng, in concert with the fqualk of pufi, 

Seem'd, in plain German, " ^bm art one of us.** 

In Strelitz firft this Dame the light efpy'd. 

Bom to a good inheritance of pride j 

For, howe'er paradoxical it be. 

Pride pigs, with people of a low degree* 

As well as with your folks of fortune ftruts; 

Like rats that live in palaces or huts i 

Or bugs, an animal of pompous gait, 

That dwell in beds of ftraw, or beds of ftatc; 

Or monkeys vile, whofe tooth inglorious grapples,, 

Now with ananas, now with rotten apples. 

Hail, Proteus Pride, whofe various pow'rs of throat. 

Can fwell the trumpet's loud and faucy note; 

And if a meaner air can ferve thy turn, 

In panting, quiv'ring founds of Jews-harps, mournj • * 

Hail, Pride, companion of the great and little. 

So abjeft, who canft lick a patron's Ipittle ; ^ 

Whine like a fneaking puppy at his door. 

And turn the hind part of thy wig before. 



3jS T^B LOtTSlAD. CANTO tl* i 

Nay, if he orders^ turn it infide out. 

And wear it^ Meny- Andrew like, about; i 

Heed not the grinning world a fingic nifli, 

But bear its pointed fcom without a blulh i , 

Yet fain wouldft thou die ctouching world beftride, 

Juft like the Rhodian Bully o'er the tide; 

The brazen wonder of the world of yore. 

That proudly ftretch'd his legs from fhore to ihore> 

And faw of Greece the lofadt navy travel. 

In dread fuboiiflion, underneath his navel.. 

So much for Pride— -grca^ litdc, humble, vain; 
And now for Madam Schwellehbbro again. 

Whether the Nymph could ever boaft a grace. 
That deign'd to pay a vifit to her face. 
The Muse is ignorant, (he muft aUow s 
Yet knows this truth, that not one iparkles ff^nr. 
If' 'cver beauties, in delight excelling, 
•;•; ^ Chajrfifdonhercheek,theylonghavclefttheirdwclling. 
. ' ',^his Nymph a mantua-maker was, I ween, 
' And prized for cheapnefs by our faving Queen, 
Who (whereas the mighty harm of loving money?) 
Brought her to this fair land of milk and honey, 

Ami 
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And phcM her in a mod important (phere-*- 

InSl^fiCTltSSS GSKBRAL of thc Kof$l GctT. 

Soon as this woman heard the Loufe's tale^ 
At once ihe tiim'd» like wa&s of pbfter^ pale* 
But fixft the hana of fF^ftpbaly ihe gobbled. 
And dien to feek the Lord's AMoiNTao hobbled 4 ' 
Him full of wrath, like Peleus' ion of yore» 
When Agamemnon took away his wh-^. 
In all thc bitDemeis of wrath ihe found ; 
The Queen and Royal Children flaring iound« 
*' O Sv)eUyV'—Jk}X& the madden'd Monarch roar'd, 
Whilfl: wild impadenoe wing'd each rajnd word i 
For^ lo! the falmM march of graceful fpeech» 
The Kiifo long fince had bid to kils his b— li« 
The broken language that his mouth aflTords 
Are heads and tails, and legs and wings of vwrds^ 
That give imagination's laughing eye 
A lively pidoie of a giblet pye.— 

** O SwiUj, SwUyr crfd thc fiirious King, 
'* What ! what a dirty, filthy, Jiafly thing!— 
" That thus you come to eale my angry mind, 
f' Indeed is very, very, very, vciy kind. — 

'^ What's 
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^* What's your opinioHj Imb!*'-— the Monarch rav'd: 
•• Yes, yes, the cooks ihall ev'ry one be ftiav'd— 
** What ! what ! hse ! hae ! now tell me, Swelly^ pray, 
« Shan't I be right in't — ^What! what! Sioelly^ hs? 
" Yes, yes, I'm fure on't, by the Loufe's looks, 
•* That he belonged to fome one of the cooks« \ 

" Speak, Swelfyi fhan't we Ihave each filthy jowl? { 
** Yes, yes, and that we will, upon my foul." 

To whom the Dam£, with elevated chin, 
Wide-ftaring eyes, and broad, contemptuous grin: 

« Yes, fure as dat my foul is to be fav*d, 
** So fure de dirty rafcals fal be lhav*d — 
" Shav'd to de quick be cv*ry moder's fon— ' 
*' And curfe me if /do not fee it done I 
*^ De barbers foon der nafty locks fal fall on, 
*' Nor leave vone (landing for a Louie to crawl on# 
^< If on der fkulls de razor do not fhine, 
** May gowns and petticoats no more be mine— 
" Curl, club, and pigtail, all fal go to pot, 
'' For fuflb curs'd naftinefs, or Til be rots 
" Or elfe to Strclitz let me quickly fly, 
*' Dat dunghill, dat poor pighoufe to de eye; 

« Whcit 
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** Where j&om his own mock trone de Prince^ fo great, 
** Can jomp into anoder Prince eftate — 
" lis, by de God dat made dis eart and me, 
" No Angle loufy rafcal fal go free/* 

Readefi thou raifeft both thy marvelling eyes. 
In all the ftaring wildnefs of furprife ; 
As if the poet did not truth revere. 
And fancieft gentlewomen could not iwear : 
Go, fool, and feek the ladies of the mud. 
Queens of the lakes, of damfels of the flood. 
Nymphs, Nereids, or what vulgar tongues call drabs, 
Who vend at BiUingfgate their iprats and crabs ; 
Tdl diem their fifh all ftink, and thou wilt hear 
Whether fine gentlewomen ever fwear t 
Nay, vifit many of our courdy dames. 
When wrath their dove-like gendenefe inflames ; 
Lo ! thou Ihalt find, by many a naughty word. 
They ufe fmall ceremony with the Lord, 
In fpite of all that godly books contain. 
That teach them not to take his name in vain, 

*' Thanks, Swelly, thanks, thanks, thanks," th« 
" King reply'd; 
" like me, you have not got a grain of pride. 
Vol. 1. R '' Yes, 



242 THE LOUSIAD. CANTO U* 

" Yes, yes, if I am maftcr of this houfc— 

" Yes, yes, the locks fhall faU, and then the Loufc/' 

He fpoke — and to confirm the dreadful doom^ 
His head he fhook, that fhook the dining room. 
Thus Jove of old, the dread, the thund'ring God^ 
Shook, when he fwore, Olympus with his nod. 

« Yes," cry*d the Kingj *' yes, yes, their curls Ihall 

*' quake — 
'' But tell me, where, where, where's Sir Francis 

" Drake ?•• 

O, Reader, think not 'twas thatDRAKB,Sir Fr anciSj 
Whofe wond'rous adtions feem almoft romances; 
Who Ihone in fenfe profound, and bloodied wars. 
And rais'd the nation's glory to the ftars ; 
Who firft in triumph faird around the world. 
And vengeance on the foes of Britain hurl'd i 
But He who flculks around the Royal kitchen. 
Which if he catch a neighbour's dog or bitch in, 
I^ts fly, to ftrike the four-legg'd mumper dead, 
A poker, or a cleaver, at his head. 
Not that Sir Francis Drake who, god-like, bore 
Fair Freedom, Science to th' Adandc fhore^ 
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To Pagans gave the Golpel's faring grace. 
And planted Virtue *midfl: a barbarous race; 
Spread on the darken'd realms the blaze of light- 
But be who fees the fpoons and plates are hrigbt ; 
Sees that the knives before the King and Queen 
Are, like the pair of Royal ftomachs, keen : 
Not be, whoie martial frown whole kingdoms fhook. 
But he whole lowering ^fage fhakes a cook : 
Not he who pour'd on Mexico his tars j 
But he, at Lx>ndon, who with linen wars, 
Napkins and damalk tablecloths * aflails 
With fciflars> razors, knives, and teeth and nails ; 
Who dares with Doylies defp^rate war to wage. 
Such is bis province and domeftic rage, 
ff) like his predeceflbrs, he hath grace. 
And calls his conquefts, perquifites of flace^ 
Twas not that Drake who bade his daring crew 
Run with their bayonets the Spaniards through; 
But that important Dr ake^ in office big, 
hftrufting cooks to fpit a goofe or pig : 

R 2 Not 

* It was a common praAiCe in the laft and preceding reigns 
(the pre/aa being fomewhat more economical) to tear and cut 
^c Royal linen privately, which, on account of the teeth, knife, 
^il» or fciflar wounds, were never more ufed, but went as per- 
q^fites to Treafurers and Mailers of the Houfehold. 
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Not be who took the Spaniards by the nole> 
And prilbns filled wirfi Britain's gracelers foes j 
But he who bids the gcefc, his prisoners, dic;^ 
And ftufFs their legs and gizzards in a pye: 
He who, three times a week, a Green-cloth Lord, 
Sits, wifdom-fraught, at diat important Board 
With wife compeers, in judge-like order ftudying> 
Whether Ac King Ihall have a tart or pudding. 
Not be, by virtues to the world cndear*d. 
By foes relpefted, and by friends rcver'd; 
Prompt to relieve the fupplica;ing figh. 
Who never dafti'd with tears the afking eye ; 
But wak'd of joy the long departed beam. 
Deep funk in forrow's unremitting ftream :— 
But be^ with generofity at ftrifc. 
Who never gave a fixpcnce in his life; 
Who, if he ever afk'd a friend to dine, 
Rcquefted favours that outwcigh^^d his wine : 
From lane to lane, who deals with wary fe^, 
Juft like the cautious hare that feeks his feat: 
Who, though a city * near him^ rears her head^ 
And wealthy villages around him fpread. 
No friend, no neighbour near his nranfion founds 
Like Cain furvcys a folitude around* 

T 
• Exetet. 



J 
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'Twas ikis Sir Francis, quite a difPrcnt man 
Froiji him who round the world with glory ran : 
Forbid it, Heav*Ji ! that e'er the Musb untrue 
Should give to any nun another's due ! 

Muse, leave we now the Monarch, vengeance brew* 
ing, 
To take a peep at what the Cooks were doing. 

In that fnug room,* the fcene of Ihrewd remark, 
Whofe window ftares upon the faunt'ring Park ; 
Where many a hungry bard, and gambling fmner. 
In chpp^&ll'n fadnefs, counts the trees for dinner ; 
In that fiiug room where any man of fpunk 
Would find it a hard matter to get drunk if 
Where coy Tokay n'er feels a cook's embraces. 
Nor Pprt nor Claret ihow their rofy faces ; 
But where old Adam's beverage flows ^th pride. 
From wide-mouth'd pitchers, in a plenteous tide; 
Where veal, pprk, mutton, beef, and fowl and fifh, 
AIL club theif joints to make one band/bpe difh ; 

R 3 Where 

• The Larder. 

t This win be deemed ftrange by my cou/itty readers ; but i| 
ii ncverthclefs true. 
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Where ftew-pan covers fcrve for plates^ I ween. 

And knives and forks and fpoons are never feen; 

Where pepper iffues from a paper bag, 

And for a crewec ftands a brandy cag ; 

Where Madam Schwsllbnberg too often fits 

Like fome old tabby in her moufing fits. 

Demurely fquinting with majeftic mien. 

To catch fome fault to carry to the Quebn : 

In that fnug room, like thofe immortal Greeks, 

Of whom, in book the thirteentfi, Ovid fpeaksi 

Around the table, all with fulky looks, 

Like culprits doom'd to Tyburn, fat the Cooks: 

At length, with phiz that fliow'd die man of woes. 

The forrowing King of fpits and ftewpans rofe. \ 

Like Paul at Athens, very jufl:ly fainted. 

And by the charming brufli of Raphael painted. 

With outftretch-d hands, and energetic grace. 

He fearlefs thus harangues the Roasting Race; 

Whilft gaping round, in mute attention, fit 

The poor forlorn difciplcs of the fpit, 

" Cooks, fcullions, hear me ev'ry mother's fon— 

«f Know that I relifli not this Royal fun : 

" George thinks us fcarcely fit ('tis very clear) 

*5 To carry guts, my brethren, to a bear."— 
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" Guts to a bear!" the Cooks, up-fpringing, cry'd — 

^' Guts to a bear !*' the Major loud reply*d. 

" Guts to the dtvl !*' loud roar'd the Cooks again. 

And tofs'd their nofes high in proud difdain : 

The plain tranflat;ion of whofe pointed nofes 

The reader needeth not, the bard fuppofes ; 

But if the reafon fome dull reader looks, 

Tis this — ^whatever Kings may think of Cooks, 

Howe'^r crown'd heads may deeni them low-born 

things. 
Cooks are poiiefs*d of fouls as well as Kings. 
Yet are there fome who think (but what a ftiamc !) 
Poor people's fouls like pencie of Birmingham, 
Adulterated brafs— ^bafe ftuff— abhorr'd — 
That never can pafs current with the Lord ; 
And think, becaufe of wealth they boaft a ftore. 
With ev*ry freedom they xmy treat the^^cr; 
Witnefs the flory that my Mufe, with tears. 
Relates, O Reader, to thy fhrinking ears. 

With feeble voice and deep defpondmg fighs. 
With fallow chfeek and pity-afking eyes, 
A WR£TCH, by age and poverty decay'd. 
For farthings lately to a Nabob pray*d| 

R 4 Tht 
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The Nabob^ turkey-like, began to fwell. 

And damn-d the b^gar to the pit of hell. 

" Oh ! Sir/* the fupplicant was heai4 to cry> 

(The tear of nus'ry tricklmg fiom his eyic) 

*' Though Pm in rags, and wond'rous^wond'rouspoor, 

*^ And you with goki and filyer covcr'd o*er, 

'^ There won't in heay'n fiich diSerence> Sir>take place^ 

*^ When we before the Lord come face to fece."— 

^f Tou fece to face with mV the Nabob cry'd. 

In all the infolence of upftart pride— 

'' Tbir face to &ce with fif» youdog, appear! 

*' Damme^ Fll kick you, if I catch youdicrc."— 

Oh, ihockmg blalphemy ! oh, horrid ijpeech !— 

Where was the fellow born ? — the wicked wretch !— 

So black an inip would pull, I do fuppofe, 

A bulie of diamonds from a Begum^s noie i 

Or make, like Doulah, carelefs of his foul, 

A new edition of the old Black Hole^ 

*' What's life," the Major laid, ^* my brethren; pray, 
*^ If force muft-lhatch our firft delights away ? 
^^ Relentleis fhall the Royal mandatse dn^ 
" The hairs that long have grac'd this (Uken bag i 
** Hairs to a barber fcarcely worth a fig^ 
f * Too fpw to make a foretop for a wig ? 

Muft 
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^ Muft tazors vile thefe locks fo {canty» fhwc, 
^ Locks that I wrfli to cany to my grsve; 
' Hairs^ lode, tny lads^ fo iwonderfblly thin, 

* OldScHWXLLtmsito hath more upon her chin ?'*•--« 

* Yes, that Ihe hath,'' exdaim'd a Cook, *^l)y God, 
^< A dannn'd old German ^ood-fiir-nothing toad. 

^ Yes, yes, her moudi with beard divinely 'brifUcs— 

" Curfe me, Pd rather kifs a bunch of thifUes. 

^ Oh ! were it but His Majcfly's commands 

" To give her gentle jawbones to thefe hands; 

^ I'd fhave her, like a punifh'd foldier, idryi 

*^ No kilUi^ ibw fhouid make a fweeter cry : 

^ rd pay my compliments to Madam^s chm; 

" ru anlwerfor't rd make the devil grin : 

*' The razor moft delicioufly fhouid work ; 

" rd trim her muzzle; yes, I'd Scrape her pork: 

" Td teath her to fome purpofe to behave, 

" And (how the witch the nature of a (have. 

" ! woman, woman ! whether lean or fat, 

" In fece an angel^ but in foul a catT* 

He ended — ^whcn each mouth upon the ftretch, 
Cr6wn*d with a loud horfe-laug^ the daflic fpecch. 

Too 
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Too foon, a]as ! Resentment feiz'd the hour> 
And Joke rcfign'd his grin-provoking pow*r; 
Rage dimm'd of miith the fudden funny (ky. 
And fill'd with gloomy oaths each fcowling eye; 
Wiulft Grief, returning, took her turn to reign. 
Sunk ev'ry heart, and fadden'd cv'ry mien 5 
Drew from their giddy heights the laughing graces — 
For much is Grief difpos'd to bring down &ces. 

" Son of the fpit,'' the Major, ftrutting^ cry*d, 
*' I like thy fpirit, and revere thy pride: 
'* rd rather hear thee than a Bifhop preachy 
" For thou haft made a very pretty fpecch. 
" Such is the language that the Gods ihould hear, 
" And fuch Ihould thunder on the Royal car. 
** Yet, fon of dripping, though thou fpeak'ft my notions, 
^^ We muft not be too nimble in our modons« 
'^ Awhile, heroic brothers, let us halt; 
'* Soft fires, the proverb tells us, make fweet malt* 
•* And yet again I bid you ftand like rocks, 
" And batde for the honour of your locks, 
" LiO ! in thefe aged hairs is all my joy j 
*^ To fhave them, is my hing to deftroy, 
** What's life, if life has not a blifs to give ? 
" And, if unhappy, who would wifti to live ? 

" Content 



THE LOUSIAD. CANTO II. ^5! 

" Content can vifit the poor fpider'd room; 

" Pleas'dwith the coarle rufti mat and birchen brooms 

'* Where parents, children, feaft on oaten bread, 

" With cheeks as round as apples, and as red ; 

" Where Health with vigour nerves their backs and 

^* hams, 
" Sweet fouls, though ragged as young colts or rams ; 
*' Where calmly fleep the parents with their darlings^ 
" Though nibbled by the fleas as thick as ftarlings j 
" Luird to their reft, beneath the coarfeft rugs, 
^' And dead to bitings of a thoufand bugs. 

* 
^* Content, mil4 maid ! delights m Jimple things, 
" And envies not the ftate of Queens or Kings i 
'' Can dine on (beep's head, or a diih of broth, 
" Without a table or a tablecloth ; 
" Nor wifhes, with the fafhionablc group, 
" To vifit Horton's (hop for turtle (bup; 
" Can ufe a bit of packthread for a jack, 
" And fit upon a chair without a back : 
" Nay, wanting knives, can with her fingers work, 
" And ufe a wooden (kewer for a fork. 
" Sweet maid 1 who thinks not (hoes of leather (hocking, 
*^ Nor feels the horrors in a worfted ftocking ; 
" Her temper mild, no huckaback can (hock, 
** Though for her lovely limbs it forms a fmock. 

" Pleased 
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*^ Pleas'd with the natural curls her &ce that fliadej 

*^ No graves, are robb'd for hair to form a braid : 

** Her breaft of native plumpnefs ne'er aipires 

'* To fwdling merryibougbts oi gauze and wires, 

** To look like crops of ducks (with labour bom) 

" Strctch'd by a fuperfluity of com. 

" With Nature's hips, ihe lighs not for ^«ri( nrm^j, 

*' And fcoms the pride of pinching ftays or jumps $ 

<' But, pleas'd &om whalebone prifons to efcape, 

*' She trufts to fimple nature for a ihape; 

'^ Without a warmmg-pan can go to bed, 

" And wrap he/ petticoat about her head j 

'* Nor figh for cobwed caps of Mechlin lace, 

<< That fhade of Quality the vami(h'd£ice: 

^* Sweet nympth, like doves, fhe feeks her ftraw-built 

*^ neft, 
^' And in a pair of minutes is undreft & 
'' Whim all die fajhianable female clans, 
^' Undrefllngi feem unloading caravans* 
*' No matter from what fource Contentment Springs; 
*' 'Tis juft the fame in Cooks as 'tis in Kings s 
^^ And if our fouls are fet upon our hair, 
** Let fnip-fnap barbers — nay, IttKings^ beware, 
'' Nor tempt the dangerous rage of true John Bulls, 
^ And clap, like fools, the edge-tool to our flculls. 

" Tread 
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" Tread on a wormy he fhows his rage and psun, 
" By turning on the wounding heel again : 
" Nay, cv'n inanimates appear to feel -, 
" On the loofe ftone, if chance direft your heel, 
" Lo ! from its womb the fiidden ftream afcends, 
" To prove the foot wai not among its friends j 
" And calling in the aid of neighbour mud, 
" O'er the fair docking fpouts the fable flood." 

So fpoke the Major, with refentment fir'd 5 
Spoke like a man ; indeed, like man infpir^d. 
Some Critic cries, with (harp, faftidious look, 
" Bard, bard, this is not language for a Cook."— 
" O fnarler ! but FU lay thee any wager, 
" It is not too fublime for a Cook Major** 

" Behold ! to remedy our fad condition," 

The Major cry'd, Tve cook'd up a Petitions 

" This carries weight with it, or I'm mifbtken, 

'' Shall (hake the Monarch's foul, and faveourbacoiL" 

Then jumping on a barrel, thus aloud 

He read ibnorous to the gapmg crowd. 

Thus reads a parifli-clerk in church a briefj 
That begs for burnt-out wretches kind relief- 
Relief, 
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Reliefj alas ! .that very rarely reaches 
The poor petitioners, the ruin'd wretches; 
But (loft its way) unfortunately fteers 
To fat churchwardens and fat overfeers ; 
Improves each di(h, augments the punch and ale. 
And adds new fpirit to the fmutty tale. 



THE PETITION OF THE COOKS. 

« YOUR Majefty*s firm friends and faithful Cooks, 
'* Who in your Palace merry liv'd as grigs, 

" Have heard, with heavy hearts and down-caft looks, 
" That we muft all be fhav'd, and put on wigs : 

** Touy Sire, who wlth/ucb honour vfczryour Crown, 

" Should never bring on ours difgraces down. 

•• Dread Sir ! we really deem our heads our own, *" 
" With ev'ry fprig of hair that on them Iprings: 

" In France, where men like (paniels lick the Throne, 
" And count it glory to be cuff* J by Kings, 

•* Their locks belong unto the Grand Monarque, 

** Who fwallows privileges like a fhark» 



<c 



Be 
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^ Be pleas'd to pardon what wc now advance ; 

" We dare your Sacred Majefty aflure^ 
^ That there's a diflfrence between us and France; 

" And long, wc hope, that difference will endure. 

* We know Kmg Lewis would, with pow'r fo dread, 

* Not only cut the hair off, but the head. 

" Oh ! tell us. Sir, in loyalty fo true, 
" What dire defigning raggamuffins faid, 

" That we, your Cooks, are fuch a nafly crew, 
" Great Sir ! as to have crawlers in our head ? 

'^ My Liege, you can't find one through all our hotife ; 

" Not if you'd give a guinea for a toufe. 

** What creature 'twas you found upon your plate 
" We know not; if a loufe, it was not ours: 

" To (have each Cook's poor unoffending pate, 
'^ Betrays too much of arbitrary pow'rs ; 

" The a£t hununity and juftice (hocks : 

" Let him who ozvns the crawler lofe his locks. . 

" But grant upon your plate this loufe fo dread, 
" How can you fay. Sir, it belongs to us f 

^^ Maggots are found in many a princely head; 
" Aad if a maggot, why then not a loufe ? 

€€ Nay 
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*« Nay, grant the fiift j with horror Ihoukl you Ihriak 
« It could not M/your Majcfty, wc think. 

<< Hunger, my Liege, hadi oft been fdt by Kii^ 

•* As well as people of infirm ftate-, 
" Qjjariels with Cooks are therefore dangerous things % 

*• We cannot anfwer for your ftomach's fate; 
" For, by your fiie, we frankly muft declare, 
*' You feed on nnore fubftandal (tuff than air. 

** My Liege, an Univcrfe hath been your fbcsi 
^ The times have looked mod ntiferabiy black; 

'* America hath trfd to puM yoor nofe; 

*' French, Dutch, and Spaniards, trfd to bang your 

« 'Twouldbeaferioiismatter,letustellye, [back: 

•* Were vse to buccaneer it on your MIy* 

*' You fee the fpirit of your Cooks, then, SirCj 

*' Determined nobly to fupport their locks; 
^* And fbould your guards be order'd out to fire^ 

" Their guns may be opposed by fpits and erodes; 
" Knives, forks, and fpoons, may fly, wth plates a 
" And all the thunder of the Idtchen roar. [(tore, 

I 
«« Nat.I 
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^^ Nat. Gardnba, Yeoman 6f the fi4outh> declares 
<< He'll join ,die fiandard of your injurM Cobki^ ' 

" Each (cullion, tumbroche> for redrefs prepares^ 
" And ^ucs on very femiidabfe looks: ' 

" Yotir women tsod^imprimis, MfflreTs Dybr^ * 

'^ Whofe eggs are good as ever felt ^6rt: * ' 

•^ Next Sweeper-general BtCRLiv, Miftrefs Marv^ 
*• Withthatfem'dbell-ringercairdMiftrefsLoMANj 

" Ann Spencer, guardian of the Ncceffary ; 
'^ That is to fay, the neceflary woman : 

*^ All thefc, an*t pleafe you^ Sir, ib fierce, decermlne 

'^ To join us in the cauie tif hsik and yermin* 

^ There's Mtftrtis Stewart, Mifter Richard DAYi 
'^ Who find your Sacntd Majefty in linen, 

" Are ready to fupport us in our fray — 
*' You can't cdnceiye the paflion diey hare beien in ; 

'' They fwear ib much your fchemt of {haying hurts, 

'' You ihan't hare pockct-handkc^rchiefs or fhirts^ 



*' Thegn)cersjCi^ARKEandTAyLdR,curfethcfch«rme, 
" Andfay^ whatc'erwc doi the world wo'n't blame us ; 

** So Comber fays, who gives you milk and creamy 
" And thus your old friend Mifter Lewis Ramus : 
Ydt* I, S '' We 
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•* Wc think your Sacred Majcfty would itiutta? 
** At lofs of fugar, rm\k, and citam5 and butter* 

^' Suppofej an't pleafeyou^ Sir^ that Miftreis Knuttobt 
*^ And Miftreis Maishfield> fierce as tigor eaks ; 

** One Overfeer of HI the beef and muttony 
*' The other. Lady Prefidcnt of Iprats— 

** Suppofe^ in? 6ppofition to your wilh, 

'* nU locks away the flefh, wdtbai the fi(h 2 

'^ Suppofe John Clarke refufe iuj^lies of muftard, 
** So neceflafy to your beef and bacon ? 

*^ Will Roberts, all the apple-pyc and cuftard ? 
" Your Majcfty would growl, or we're miflaken. 

*' Suppofe thatWELLSytopiagueyourfloniachftudying^ 

^' From Sunday, /acrilegious, fteals the pudding ? 

I 
^' Suppofe that RAlNSFOKtH with our corps unites— 1 

*' We mean the man who all the uUow handle^; ' 

'* Suppofe he locks up all the mutton lights^ | 

** How coxild your Majcfty contrive for candks ^ I 

** You*d be (cxcufe the freedom of renlark) j 

'' like /ome Adminiftrations/ in the dark^ I 

uyfe 



^ Wte dare a0urc you that our grief is greats 
" And oft indeed oQr feelings it enrages^ 

" To fee your Sacred Majefty bcfet 
*^ By fuch a gracelefs gang of idle pag^ t 

** And, with fuhriiiffion to your judgment, Sire^ 

*' We think okl Madam Schwellbnbbrg a Har» 

«* Suppofe, Great Sir, ^t, by your crudjidt^ 
" The barbers fh(>uld attack olir hutnble head, 

*' And that we fhould not choofe to breed a riot, 
" Becaufe we might not wilh to lofc our bread; 

*^ Say, would the triumph o'er each harmlels Cook 

*' Make Gborgb the Third like Albxandbr look? 

" Dread Sir, xtfitA on Johnny Wilkes's fate, 
** Supported chiefly by a paltry rabble; 

*^ Wilkes bade defiance to your frowns and flatc, 
^* And got the better in that famous fquabble; 

" Pgor wafi die viftory you wilh*d to win, 

*^ Which iat the mouth of Europe on the grim 

^' O Kii^ our wives are in the kitchen roaring, 

" All ready in rebellioii how to rife ; 
*' They nKxrk our humble method of impbrir^ 

*' And bid us guard againft a toig furprife: 

S a ^^ nttts 
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** Tours h the hair/* they cry, '^th' Almightfgavc ye, 
'* And not a King in Chr^ndom fheilld Ihave ye/' 

'^ Lo ! on th' <vent die ^sverld impadertt looks, 
^^ And driidcs the joke is carried much coo hti 

^ Then pray. Sir, liften to y^ur faithful Cooks, 
" Nor in the Palace breed a civil war : 

'^ Loud roars our band, and, obffinaic as pigs, 

*< Ciyy ^ Lock! and liberty, and damn the wigil^ 
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CANTO ni. 



Miapmm iter afcaidof fid dat mbi glorm wti-^m 

Nob juvat ex facili ieffa corona jugo, PiOPiiTivi* 

Bold is th* afcent, but Glort nerves my pow'n} 
I like to pick oafrecifieos^ flowers. 
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THE ARGUMENT. 

/A fdblune, natoral, elegant, and original defcription of Night 
— Modefty of the ftars— Slambering iituatioa of their M-j— f, 
with a compliment to dieir conftaney — ^The charming Pai k- 
c ESSES afleep — high compliments beftowed on them'-«'A ppo« 
phetic fagge(lion of a coartfhtp Isetween one of our Peik- 
CESSBS and fame gt«at German Duke — An account of Mifter 
Morpheus, vnlgarly called the God of Sleep^-^is civility 
to the people, in giving them pretty dreams, by way of com* 
peoiktion for (hatting up th^r mouths, eyes, and ears, for a 
dozen or fourteen hours together-— The folemn amufements of 
Silence— >A Night-pidhire of London— The Palace, a night* 
fcene— The goodnefs of certain Court Lords to the Maids 
of HoNOUR-^Kind embraces placed in a new light, and^n* 
dicated— More account of the Palace ; containing a thirfty 
fiy, a hungry cat, a ftarved bull-dog, and froil-nipped 
prickets — An account of Madam Fame's joun^ey to the Dea 
of Madam Discord— An account of Madam Discord— 
An inventory of her cell — Account of her excurfions— her 
pidlar^s.and fnufi^ — her fudden flight to Buckingham-Houfe— 
aiTumes the fhapf of Madam Schwb(.lrnberc— -whifpers 
his Majefty— The fpcech to Majefty — IVf ajefty's fine anfwer in 
his fleep — Dif CORD quits Majefty— takef the form of Madam 
Haggsrdorn — and goes to the Major's bed-fide, and 
whifpers rebellion to hiip — Her fpeech — The Major fits up- 
right in his bed— handles his pig-tail- The Major's moft 
pathetic curfe$ — his fenfibl^ foliloquy on vig» — W* attack 09 
Kings In general, and praife of our moft gracious King in 
particular — The Major ftrjk^s a light — a rich cjompjirifon-Tr 
yifity a Mailer Cook— Vaft difference between a battle fought 
in a field, and in a newj-paper — The dcfccnt of the Cook$ to 
the kitc^n — ^A great and apt compar}fon— The Cooks look 
about for day-light with horror — Tl^ fituation of their foul^ 
defcribed— fificly illuftratcd by a Great Woman's appre. 
henfions for htfr fine diamond ftomacher — Lord Egl— t— ^ 

S 4 «n4 
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and an old Maid"— A moft tender and jaft apoftrophe to the 
frail Fair-ones of the Town — a tear dropped on their un- 
happy condition — their part taken hy die poet^ and, in s 
.great meafure, vindicated — ^The Poet's thnader-boh launched 
at a certain great Limb of the Law, by way of palliation— 
A fhort, yet moft charming reflexion on the female heart, 
when in Iove-«-rThe Poet retams to the Cooks— continues 10 
defcribe their dread pf day-light, by more apt comparifons 
of hungry audiors — General Conflagratioii— ^ir Willi au 
CHAiiBBRs and the Bishop of Exbtbr— Some allu&on to 
his Majefty's journey to Exeter^— Extrads from a flsanufcript 
' poem of a Devonfliire Homourift, one John Ploughshabi 
«-The Major vainly eifdeavours to baniih his fears by whift- 
ling and humming a couple of tunes — ^The names of the ob- 
foccefsful tunes— The Major's choice of them only known 
to the great Author of Naturb. 
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CANTO THE THIRD, 

JN IGHT, like a widow in her weeds of woe. 

Had gravely walk'd for hours our world below: 

Hobgoblins, ipeftres in her train, and cats ; 

Owls round her hooting, mix'd with Ihrieking bats. 

Like wanton Cupids in th* Idalian grove. 

That Bickering fport around the C^een of Love, 

Now like our Quality, who darkling rife. 

Each ftar had op*d its fafhionable eyes j 

Too proud to make appearance, too well bred. 

Till Sol, thp vulgar wretch, had gone to bed. 

Hb wifdom dead to fublunary things. 
In leaden flumber fnor'd the hejf of •**♦♦; 
In flumber lifelefs, with feraphic mien, 
Clofc at his back, too, fnor'd his gentU ♦***♦ ; 
Unlike the pair of modern days, that weds, 
And, in one fortnight, bawls for different beds ! 

Bkft 
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Blcft imp ! now Morpheus o'er each Princcfe ftolc. 
And clps'd thofc radiant eyes diat vainly roll ! 
Eyes ! Love's bright ftars ! but doom'd in vain to (hinc ; 
For^f ah ! what youth (hall fay « diofc orbs arc mine V* 
Then, what are eyes, alas ! the hrightift eyes. 
Forbid to languifh on a lover's fighs ? 
The pouring Up, the foft luxuriant brcaft, 
|f coldly fated never to be prefs'd ? 
Ah, vainly ibofei like dew-clad cherries glows 
And this as vainly yifs widi Alpine fhow I 
The breath Aat giycs of Araby th^ gal^. 
The voice that founds enchantment, what avails ? 
The Juno forrn, the purple bloom of May, 
Gifts qf the Graces, all ar? throwji away I 

But, poffibly^ fome German Duke may moycsi 
And make a tendre of his heavy loye 1 
His wide dominions — mil^s, p*^:haps, nine or ten; 
His Myrmidonian phalanx — fifty men ! 
But lo ! his hearty the fount whence honour fprings. 
Swelled with the richeft blqod of ancient kings ! 
He comes! not for high birth, his own before ! 
Great Duke ! he comes to woo our golden ore^ 
And add (how truly happy Britain's &te !) 
Another leech to fuck the fanguine State % 

To 
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To join (compofing what a goodly row!) 
The PlaGc-broker, old Schw and Co. 



Now Morpheus (in compaffion to mankind. 
Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind) 
Amus'd with dreams man's ambulating foul. 
To rccompenfc him for the time he ftolc; 
Bade the beau dance, his Delia melt away. 
Who box'd his ears fo cruel through the day; 
Of ancient damfels eas'd the lovefick pains. 
Brought back loft charms^ and fiU'd their laps with fwairaj 
Gave placid cuckoldom a conftant dames'* 
To brainlefs authors, bread and chcefe and fame ; 
Made driv'ling Monarchs fchemes of wifdom plan. 
And Nature's rankeft coward kill his man; 
Gave to the chap-fall'n courtier wealth and power. 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour. 
Though tip-toe*d, hawk-like, watchful all the whikj. 
To feize the faintc^l glimpfe of Royal fmU? i 
Bade happy Aldermen affume n^w airs, 
Bc-ch^'d with all the fplendor of Lord May'n^ 
And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 
iJtf-gobblc all the turtle of the day : 

Bade Gl r think his might could match a moui^^ 

And Chambers fancy he could build a houfe; 

And 
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And Lady Mount, th* antipodes of Grace, 
Think that ihe docs not frighten with ber &ce. 

Now Silence in the country ftalk'd the dews. 
As if ftie wore a flannel pair of Ihoes, 
Lone lift'ning, as the Poets well remark. 
To falling mill-ftreams, and the nwftiflPs bark j 
To loves of wide-mouth'd cats, moft moumfiil talcs j 
To hoot pf owls amid the dufky vales. 
To hum of beetles, and the buU«frog^s fnore. 
The fpeftre's fhriek, and ocean's drowzy roar. 
Luird was each ftreet of London to repofc. 
Save where it echa'd to a Watchman's nofei 
Or where a Watchman, with ear-piercing rattle, 
Rous'd his brave brothers from each box to batdc; 
To fall upon the Cynthias of die night. 
Sweet Nymphs ! whofe Iblc profeflion is Delight ! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs puriue. 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue! 
Thus on the flies of evening ruQi the bats. 
And maftiffs (ally on the am'rous cats ! 

Still was the Palace^ fave were now and then 
The tell-tale feet of love-defigning men. 

Night- 
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Night-irantl'ring^Lords, foft patting on the floor. 

Of Maids of Honour fought the chamber doorj 

Obligmg door ! diat, opening to the tap, 

Admittrd Lords to take a focial nap, 

And chafe moft kindly from each timid maid 

The ghofts that frightful haunt the midnig^ (hade: 

For very horrid 'tis, we all muft own. 

For poor defencelefs Nymphs to lie alone; 

Since nights are often doleful, dark, and drear. 

And raife in gentle brcafts a world of fear. 

Nay, were not Lords ordain*d for Ladies' charms ; 

To guard from perils dire, and dread alafms ? 

Yes ! and like lock'd-up gems thofe charms to keep, 

Amidft the fpeftred foUtude of fkep. 

How wicked then to fly in Nature's face. 

And deal damnation on a kind embrace ! 

Pardon, ye grave Divines, this doftrine ftrange. 

Who think my morals may have caught the mange. 

Still was the Palace, fave where fome poor fly, 

With thirft juft ready to drop down and die, 

Buzz'd feint petidons to his Maker's ear. 

To fhow him one fmaU drop of dead fmall beer; 

Save where the cat, for mice, fo hungry, watching. 

Swore the lean animals were fcarce worth catching; 

Save where the dog fo gaunt, in grumbling tone. 

By cbcams deluded, mouth'd a mutton bone; 

Save 



\ 
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Save where, with throats to founds of horror ftratn*di 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatiims complain'di 
Lamenting fore, amid a Royal holdi 
«' How hard that crickets fliould be kiU'd by cold !'* 

Now Famb to Discord's drtary ihanfion flewj 
To tell the Beldame more than all flie knewj 
Who, at the DeviPs table, for her work. 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork t 
Discord, a flecplefs hag, who never dicsj 
With fnipe-like nofe, and ferret-glowing eyes, 
Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin, with beard fupply'd, 
Poor crackling joints, and withered parchment hide. 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din. 
Had clubb'd their yellow heads to form her fkin^ 
Discord, who, pleas'd a univerfe to fway. 
Is never half lb blefs'd as in a fray : 
Discord, to deeds, indeed, moft daring giv'n. 
Who bade vile Satan raife a dufl in Heav'n j 
Stirr'd up the fweeteft angels to rebel. 
And funk the faireft forms to darkeft Hell ; 
Bade, by her din, the humbleft fpirits rife^ 
Bold to dethrone the Monarch of the Skies i 
For wluch they vtij properly were fent,. 
Unhappy Legions 1 into banifhmenti 



^^ 



JfUtL LOUSlAD. dAlYtO tiU 1^1 

t)oom'dj for filch nioft abominable finning^ 
'to broil on charcoal^ with eternal grinning; 

Discord, who whiipcff'd to th* jealous Caiil, 
** Go crack thy brother's box that holds his brain;*' 
Which Cain pierfomi'd, id godlirlcfs uftftabfei 
That foe to piety and brother Abel : 
Discord^ who haunts poor G -'s maudlin Dame, 
And makes her Duke of wifdom cry out ^^ Shame !** 
Who, afier dinner, for her honours fcreams^ 
And grafps a Britifh crown in drunken dreams ; 
Then roars as though (what richly Ihe deferves) 
The D-ke had clapp's a broorhftick td her nenrcs s 
Discord, who alfo often doth profane 
The goodly ftreets and courts of Drury-land ; 
Where bawd meets bawd,blalphenling,fwc*aring,drunk^ 
Pimp knocks down pimp^ and punk abitfes punk : 
DisooRDj delighting in the wordy war. 
The pillar of the Senate and the Bar : 
Discord, who makes a •• delight in ode. 
Slight •Square of Hanover for Tottenham Road; 
Where, with the tafte fublime of Goth and Vandal, 
He orders the worft works of heavy Handel; 

Encores 

• Oallini's Rooms are in this Square, in which is jlerfortncd 
the celebrated Profeflional Concert* 
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^EncQres himfelf, till all the audience gapc> 
And fufFers not a quaver to efcape ; 
Discord J all eye, all mouth, all ear, all nofc^ 
For ever varring with a world*s repofe ! 

When Fame arrived, the (having talc td tdl, 
Pleas'd was the red-ey*d Fury in her cell, 
Whercfcorpionscrawrd, where fcreech'dthat noifyfbwli 
Known in Great-Britain by the name of Owl ; 
Bats fhriek'd, and griUatalpas join'd the forund. 
Cats fquall'dj pigs whin'd, and adders hi&^d aioond* 

Clofe to the reftleis wave her manfion lay. 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day i 
Hence on black wing the Hag was wont to roam/ 
And join the witches 'mid the ftormy gloomy 
Hoi^ with delight amid the thunder's roar; 
Hang o'er the wrecks that crowd the billowy (horc; 
See, 'midft each flafh, the heads of leamen rife. 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning crics^ 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung. 
Of thofe whofe noify names in hift'ry rui^. 

Hert 

• This was a toofl ludicrous circumflance that happened oot 
long fincc, when his • • • • • and the Orchcftra were kft to tJwm- 
felves and (hdfavt the King. 
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tlcrc, with iprcad arms, whom Grace and Fury fiU, 
Thundering damnation, flar'd Stentorian Hill : 
There curs'd. Sir Joseph Bakks, in quefl of femc^ 
At finding fleas and lobfters not the fame. 
Here a prime fav'ritfe, of a fainted band. 
Hell in his heart, and torches in hi^ hand; 
Lord George, by mobs huzza'd, and, what is oddj 
Burning poor Papifts for the love of God ; 
Pleas'd as old Nero on each falling dom^> 
Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome ! 
There, in reiped to Kings, not over nice» 
That Revolution-finner — ^Doctor Pricj^i 
Whofe labours, in a mofl uncourtly ftile. 
Win not, like ^^ir//^ Burke's, the Royal fmile ; 
Gain not from goeJ Divines both praife and thanks> 
Caird, by the wicked, " Gofpel Mountebanks, 
" Mere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ftatioi^ 
^' Puffing oflf idle nojirums of Salvation; 
** Who, where the m'dk and honey flows, reforti 
** Like* rooks in com fields, blaek'ning all the Court/* 
Here, leading all her bears fo faVage forth. 
Wild rag'd the Amazonian of the North, 
With Ruin l^gu'd, f attack th^ Turkifh hive, 
And leave not half a Muflulman alive : 
Vol, L T Tb?r^ 
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There ftorm'd a Vixen, far and near rcnown'd 

Vox fu>ettn€fs^ meeknejs^ fieiy frcf^undi 

Hdt Sons abirfing (in abufes dd), 

With all die fiiry of a German fcold! 

Thcfe, widi fomc fcores, were fccn, of eqtial feme. 

Thanks to a lonely taper's livid flame ! 

The form of Madam Schwellehberg flbctxx)k. 

Her broken Englifh, garb, and fin-like look; 

Then fought the Palace, and the Royal ear. 

And whifper'd thus, '* Mine God, Scr, ncbbcr fear— 

« Oh, pleafc your Majefty, you ver vcr right: 

« Shave all dc rafcal, if but out of fpite. 

** Lord ! Lord ! how vill a mighty Monarch look, 

«« Not able, O mine God ! for Ihave a cook ! 

" Dat like a king, I fay, what can't do dat ? 

** Mine God ! pray haf more fpirit dan a cat. 

" Ser, in mine court, dc prince be great as king— 

" He fcorn to ax one word about a ting. 

•* Mine God ! de cook mufs nebber dare make groan, 

« Nor dare to tell a Prince der foul der own : 

" 'Tis de dam Englis only, dat can fay. 

Boh! fig for king! by God, 1*11 haf my way/ 



tt i 



" I haf fee Court enough— a Prince and Dook^ 
^' Biit nebber wiih on fufli as dis to look: 

« I fay 
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'' I hj vcr often to trtyftlf— Goodc God! 

" I ncbb€r vilh a crovm hrtirtc head ht load ! 

*' I do not vifti myfclf mofe greater efik : 

*' A King of Engiis be a King of dcfik. 

*' To punifhment dc loofy fafcal bring, 

'' And (how dem all Vat* tis for be a King* 

** America haf covei: us tid fhafne; 

** Jack Wilkcs> too> be a dam> dam ogfifti namej 

" And fal de paltry Cook be conquerer too F— • 

** No, God fefhid! as dat vill nebbcf do. 

" Dc hair moift fiiU be&fe your royal eye, 

" Tis fometing, fegs 1 to triumph 'pon poor fly**'— 

Plcas'd with her voice, the King of Nations fniil'd^ 

For Pow'r whh Monarchs is a fiiv'rite child : 

*' What f what ! ftot ftiitt 'em, fcavt 'cm, Ihavt 'rtn, 

(hftve'em? 
'* Not all the world, not all the world (hall fave 'cih. 
^* TH Ihcer 'em, thttr 'em, as I Iheer my Iheep/'— • 
Thus fpoke the mighty Monarch in hi^ llcep : 
Which proves that Kings in fleep a fpeech may m^. 
Equal to what they utter broad awake. 

Charm'd with die mifchief full on Fancy's view. 
Quick to the Major's room the Fury flew : 



-*:» 
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Put off the form of Schwellinberoj and tocfc 

Of Madam Haggbr0or<i the nuldcr look: 

A woman, in whofe fotil n6 guile is fccn. 

The Miftrefs of the Robes to our good Queen— 

A Qgcen, who really has not got her peer t 

A Queen, to this our kingdom wondVous ^eari 

Which fhows, however folks are apt to fport. 

That all the Virtues may be found at court. 

Now, in the Major's car the Beldame faid, 

" Yan Dixok— Yan, you muft n6f, nrtan, be 'fraid, 

*« I like mufti your petceflion to de Kiitg^ 

«* Though George will fwcar 'ds dam, dam faucy ring? 

^« And fwear, dat as Ws foul is to he fayc, 

^' Dat ebbiy ton of you fal all be Ihave : 

«* Yan Dixon, rader your dear life lay down^ 

" Dan be dc laugh (mine Gotc !) of all de town. 

« Dc vcr, tcr Iktcl boy an girl you meet, 

" Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow dc ftrcet. 

" Dc fame (gpine Gote!) vill chimncy-fwecp behave, 

*« And cry, • Dcre go dc blockhead dat was Ihave:' 

" * Dcre go von poor ftiave fellow !' cry dc Trull/ 

« * Becaufe he had de loufe upon his fcuU.' 

" I know he fay; dat y6u lal loufe your lock^ 

^^ Before to-morrow momin twalfe o'dockv 
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^ I tink derc may be batde— ncbber mmd^ 
** I hope dat Godamighty will be kind, 
•* What if dc King make noife about dc hotife, 
*' For noting but dis dam confounded loufc ; 
f* He be but von, you know -, an den for you, ' 
** Mine Gote ! Yan Dixon, you is fifty-two : 
" Tink, Yan, how George vas frighten by dc mob, 
" When Lord George Gordon make dat burntn job. 
" Mme Gbte ! Yan, mind me, rader lofe dy place, 
" Dan fuficr fuch dam nafty dani difgrace, 
** I tell you true, indeed, ver true, dear Yan^ 
** His Majelly be ver goot fort of man j 
'^ But Ycr ver like indeed ^ oder men, 
** Dat is, a Icetel ftubborn qpw an den, 
" Tink, Yan, of dat vpr ugly ting, a wig, 
" For pot-boy and de pot-girl run der rig I 
" Boh ! filthy ting, enough de deffil fcare; 
" And made perhap of difmal dead man's hair I 
" I fal not wonder if, dy foul for (hock, 
'^ A ghoft come feize upon der ftolen lock. 
" No, fiigs ! nor vondcrs if dey come an pull 
" De vig vid mufh, mu(h fury from dy fculL 
" *Pon fom poor ftrumpet head perhap dat grow'd, 
t' Dat die of dam diflbrder, nafty toad !*'— » * 

T 3 TJiUi 
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Thus laying, lo ! the Fury made retreat^ 
And left the Lord of Saucepans in ^ iWeatr 
Juft like King Richard in his tent, John reared. 
And verily a man of woes appearM, 
Now handling his fmall pig-t^l, ** Now ypu*rc here, ' 
Exclaim'd the Major, " but not long, I fear: 
^ Perhaps foixie good may follow ^is iaine dieaiPi 
*^ And refolution mar this fhaying fcheme. 
^' Curs'd he the Louie (hat (b much milchief bred, 
*^ And yields to barbers* boys tKc harmlds head: 
•' Curs'd be the razor-maker, curs'd the prig 
** Whb thought upon that greafy thing— -a wig, 
" Sure, 'tw2ifi fome mangy beaft, fome fcabby rogucj 
*« Who brought a thing fi> filthy into yogue I 
«' Had Nature meaniLth^ fcarercrow to be worn, 
" Infants with wigs had cfyrtainly been bom. 
" But Ip ! with little hair, and that uncurl'd, 
" But not With ip/f J, they come intQ the world ! 
*f What fhamc, that fhcep, that horfes, cows, and bulk^ 
« Should club their tails, to fumilh Chriftian fculklj 
^^ But what a facrilegious fhame, the d€a4 
** Can't keep, poor fouls, thpir locks upon their hcadj 
^^ What (hame, the fpeftres, in the midnight air, 
> ff Should wander, fcrcaming for their plundpr'd hair 

Curs'd 
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*' Cuis*d be the fhaving plan, I fay agaio^ 

" Although the bantling of a Royal brain P' . 

Thus curs'd the Major to Night's lift'ning car. 

Enough to turn a Chriftian pale to hear 1 

Thus, hecdlefe of hereafter, for a pin 

Will men and women run their fods in fm ! 

Now paus'd the Major, with a thoughtful air; 

And now fi^oquy'd with folemn ftarc : 

"' Drunk withdonainion, gorg'd with vicious tfioughts, 

" With Folly tecaring, doz'd by Flatt'ry's draughts, 

" Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams, 

" And think their brains' dull mudpools, Wisjdom's 

ftreams, 
" Too many a monarch lives j but, lo ! not ours ! 
" A King, who Wisdom's very felf devours j 
'' Snaps at arts, fciences, where'er they rife, 
" With all the fire of boys at butterflies. 
" ^tffi^cannot lurely own a little heart; 
*^ Therefore our iocks and we may never part." 
Now^ fiom at iUol, a tinder-boac he took. 
And fiercdy with Ac ftonc the fteel he ftruck; 
And, after many unfacccfsfol fhocks. 
The fparks inflam'd the tinder in the box ; 
Which, by a match which John did fagely handle. 
Gave fudden luftre to a farthing candlei 

T 4 Thus, 
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Thus, if fmaJl things with great wc may compart;* 
We fee hard pedagogues^ with furious air. 
Strike with the fift, and often with a ftick^ 
Light through a fcholar's finill, t?n incites thick^ 

Now, full illuminated, Dixon ftolet, 
Where lay a Mafter-cook within his hole : 
From whence, to all th' inferior Cooks they wcnC^ 
Inclined to Oppofition's big intent; 
But;, not fo fierce, alas ! for oppofltion. 
As in the threat'ninga^^ bullying Petition 5 
For men (it is reported) dafli and vapour 
Lefs on the field of battle, than on paper. 
Thus, in the hift'ry of each dire campaign. 
More carnage loads the news-paper than plain. 
And now the Cooks and Scullions left each neft) 
And now, behold, they one and all were dreft^ 

t/> I fallen to the kitchen mov*d the throng. 
Gloom on each eye, and filence on each ton^e: 
• How much like crape-clad moumers round a bier! 
But, ah ! imprcfs'd with forrow more fincere ; 
For oft, at t<mbs^ with joy the bofom burns-^ 
There, 'tis the fable back alone that mourns. 



Now 
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Kow making, with a few dry chips, a fire. 
They fuUcn fat, their grief commix*d with irc; , 
Sad ruminating all around the flame, 
JLrike Harry and his band, of deathlefs namcj 
Near Agincourt, cxpeftant of the day 
Big with the horrors of a bloody fray; 
A fray that threaten^ his poor little band, 
To fwcep it, juft like fpiders, to that land 
Terra infogniia yclep'd, which ftretches 
A&r — of which, impcrfeft are our (ketches; 
Since all who have furvey'd this diftant bourn. 
So welcomed, were not fuffcr'd to return. 
Thus did the Cooks expe£t the fatal mom. 
When, Ihcep-likc, every head was to be fhora. 

Now to the whitening eaft they cafl: their light 
And wilh-d, but vainly, an eternal night: 
Not with lc6 pleafure'ftarcs upon the day. 
The wretch condemned hard Nature's debt to payj 
Condemned ere noon to a<5b a deed abhorr'dj 
To ftretch, for Jufticc' fake, the fatal c6rd: 
Not with lefs plcafure fhrunk (unknown to fliamc), 
A meat, drink, fnufF, and diamond-loving Dame, 
When told, " That if poor Haftings went to pot, 
'' Away yrent pearls, and jewels, and what not, 

^ Tom 
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« Tom from the ftomachcr fo fine, yet fold, 

« Which Av'rick thirfted for, and Rapine ftoki*' 

Not with lefs pleaforc, in the vale of life. 

Poor Egl-n-t-n beheld a youthful wife, ' 

(Forc'd, on a bed of ice, fweet flow'r, to Uomti i 

Ah ! forc*d to fhine, a fun-beam, on a tomb) 

That bloombg youthful wife, inclined to ftray 

With Ham-lton, all in a billing yncfi 

Juft like two turtles, or a pair of lambs. 

Or ewes fo play fill with the friflcy rams : 

Not with lefs glee an old and hopelels nrnd 
Surveys the fun afcending from the (hade; 
A fun, that gives a younger filter's charms. 
So hated, to a bridegroom's happy arms : 
Not with leis joy, that raging chafte old maid 
Sees the frail Fair-ones in the Cyprian trade 
Efcape the whip and gaol, and hemp befide. 
By means of g<nile Mister Justice Hyde. 
Sweet wrecks of beauty I though, with afpic cy^ 
And glance difd^nfiil. Prudery pafs th«n by. 
With mincing ftep, and fquinting caudous dread. 
As though their looks ak>ne contagion fhed. 
/ view each pallid wretch with grief fmcere. 
And call on Pity for her tend'reft tcarj 

.See, 
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See, on their cheeks, the blulh of Virtue burns 
Hear fix)tn their fouls the fi^ of RutK mourn ; 
Vic^ vcil'd in Horror's gloom, their fwimmihgcjrcs. 
Beaming with hopeleis wifhes to the flues. 
Like the pide Moon's dim foficary form, 
Wr^p*d in the cbrknef$ of the midnight ftorm^ 
Too <)ft> by Trbach'ry's winning fmilc betray 'd. 
Too fondly trufting, fells the funple maid ! 
Too many a Th — t— e walks the world of wo^ 
To foul of Innocence the facrcd fnow ! 
To love, yet nurfe the thought of vilUin art, 
How^ hard a I^S>n for the partial heart I 
Too hard a lefibn for the female foul. 
Where Lovs no partner owns, and fcoms controiiL 

Not with left pleafure doth a Poet look 
On cruel criticifin, which damns his book. 
Or recommends it to that peaceful fhore 
Where books and bards arc never heard of more. 
Than look'd each man, with lengthened boding beard. 
On that fad mom, which doom'd them to be fhear'd : 
Not with le& plcafurc, likewife, let me fay, 
, A hungry author fees his dying play ; 
Child of his dotage, who furveys its fall, 
Juft as mankind fhall view^he tumbling Ballji 

When 
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When fuiij moon, ftars, and all the diftant fphcrc»| 

Buril in one general wreck about their ears. 

Not with lefe pleafure did *Siit William's eye 

See Somei^set's bold wing deiert its iky, 

A fall} at which the Nadon*s pude exclsuntis. 

That thund'ring cru(h'<l the back of roaring THAMES} 

Not with lefs pleafure dkl Sir William^s c^^ 

A /econJ crafh of this fam'd fabric hear; 

When poor Sir Joshua^ with his painting band^ 

Swore the dread day of judgment juft at hand. 

Not with lefs glee, tenacious of his dn>fs> 

Ross t ftarted — ^Reader ! not the Man of Rofs— « 

When Majesty, to reft his royal head, 

Alk'd of the Church's mitred Son a beds 

Poof 

• Thii gentleman ftill retains the dace of Comptroller of tjie 
IPoard of Works, to the Kingdom^ furpriie; but demerit in 
Building, as well as in Painting, is ^> fufficient recommendation 
to a certMufytcus of Patron 8> particularly if the Profefibn arc 
defpifed by the people at large. It is the money of this Nation 
that is fought for, not the merit. The circumilance of being a 
foreigner too (for this (ame Sir William Chambers is^a 
Swede), carries with it another itrong claim to favouritiGnl 

t The prefentBisHOFof £xfiTER« who, wl^enljis Majisxt 
rifitcd'that ancient City lately, nr^ banJjhmilj excufed himfelF 
the honour of entertaining his Royal Mastbr, by billeting 
him upon Dean Buller. 'Abe fblloM^ing lines, extrafled from 
9 m^ufcript performance o/one ^o^^ Ploughshare, calH 
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t*oor Man ! who provingi like his Sorereign, poor, 
begg'd him to knock at good Dean Bujllbr's door; 

ButLER,: 

The'RoVAL Progress, we think, will elucidate this part of our 
£#ic, and not be unacceptable to our readers. 

'In commM the King at laile to town, 
' With douft and zweac az nutmeg brown, 
' The hoiles all in (moke ; 

* Huzzaing, trumpeting, and ringing, 

* Red colours vlceing, roaring, dringingi 

* Zo mad zeem'd ^11 the toke. 

* Wiping his zweaty jaws and poll, 

* All over doufte we fpied 'Squire Rolle« 

* Clofc by the King's coach trattin ; 

* Now fhoving in the coach his head, 

* Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 

" •SquiRB Rolls and George be chattin.'* 

' Now went the Aldermen and MAt'it, 

* Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 

* The Royal voke to keri i 

* When ^fBASTERMAV'R, nponmyword, 

* Pok'd to the King a gert long fword, 

* Which ke pok'd back agen. 

* Now thoofe that round his Worfhxp iloo4» 
^ Declared it clumfily was dood ; 

' Yet Squirt, the people zay, 

* Brandiih'd a gert hofc glyfter-pipe, 
^ To make un in his leHbn ripe, 

* That took up half a day. 

* Noir 
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BuLL»i who took his wandering nuifter in. 
And ihifPd widi com and oil his fcrip and (kini 
For which (on gratitude fo wont to dote) 
The Monarch gave a Tumbler — worth a groat! 

Oglo- 

* Now down droo Vore-ftxcct did they com^ 
' Zum hallowin, and fcreeching zuxn : 

' Now trudg'd they to the Dean's | 
^ Becaze the Bishop zent mun word» 
** A coold not meat and drink avord* 

'* A had not got the means/' 

* A zed, ihsLt, '^ az vor he, poor man» 
'* A had not got a pot or pan* 

*' Nor fpoon, nor knive, nor vork ; 
" That he was weak, and 0ttld» and fqueal* 
** And zeldom made a hearty meal, 

^* And zeldom drade a cork.'* 

< Indeed, a is a moderate man» 

* And zo be all the clargy clan* 

' That with un come to chatter ; 

* Who, when they're ax'd to a glafs of wine^ 

* To one the wother they tip theiign, 

' And beg my Lord's fine water. 

« Then az vor rooms— why, there agen 
** A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 

" They were zo fmall," a zed ; 
** And, az vor beds, they wndn't do, 
** In number about one or two, 

" Voriclf and Joan the mauL 

♦'In 



THE LOUSIADi* CANrO IIU IS7 

glorious aft ! an aiEt, how feidom feen ! 

O what a day of gladnc£ for the Dean ! 

A gift fo rare, fo nobIe> fo fublime. 

Will ftupify the fims of dMant rime. 

This, let the Bull Ell Family record; 

This brittle trcaltirc let the Bullbks hoard; 

Tet Ihow, exulting, upon gala days. 

To bid fbnie favoured Guest admire and praife» 

Now did the Major hum a tune fo fad ! 

Chromatic — in the robes of forrow dad: 

" In vooliih things, a wndn^t be cort ; 

** *Twas floopid to treat voices for nort ;— 

'• No ; twazn't hccfc defire. 
" Prefarment, too> waz to an eend ; 
•' The King woud never more vor'n zend, 

** To lift un one peg higher* 

** And yet vokcs zay's a man o* fenfc, 

•• Hbneil and good-r-but hoardth his pence ; 

•• Can't peart with drink nor met: 
** An then why vorc V* the peepel rail :— 
** To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail— 

** Ould Wbymouth o* Long Leat.** 

' Welly to the Dean's, boance in they went, 

* And all the day in munchin fpent, 

' And gozlin, too, no doubt ; 

* And, while the G/w/r^rdrink'dav/V^W, 

* The Mob, with brandy, ale, and gin, 
. ' Got roaring drunk withoui* 

Bui^ 
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JBQt> lo ! the ballad cbiild not fear controidi 
i^or exorcife the Barbers from his foul :. 
And now his lifted eyes the cieling fought; 
And now he whittled — ^not for want of riioughti 
A mournful air the whiiUing Major choft : 
Still on his rolling eye the razors rofe; 
From grave to fprightly now he chang'd— a jig- 
Still o'er his haunted fancy wat'd the wig^ • 
Still faw his eye alarm'd) the * Scratch abhbrr'di 
Like wild Macbeth's, the vifionary fword, — 
Thus, from what Kings, alas ! may fancy fun^ 
His loving fubjefts may be glad to run : 
Thus, whfen Saint SwiTheiJ from his fountaui pours, 
(Saint Swithen, tutelary Saint of Ihow'rs) 
Beaux fkip, belles fcamper, fly the cocks arid hens, 
With drooping plumage, to the flielt'ring pens i 
While lo ! the waddling ducks TV lieum utter. 
Flap their glad wings, and gabble through the guttCTi 

Sing, Muse ! or, lo ! oiir Canio not completfi 
What air he hummed, and whittled all fo fweetj 
J loMER, of ev'ry thing minutely fpeaks, 
From Heaven's ambrofia,* to a camp's beef^(£n^t: 

Then 

• A fmall wig, or rather an apology for a wig, fo calledi mA 
generally worn by our it^pft amiable and auguil Monarch* 
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Then let US, MusEj adopt a march fublimc. 
And try to rival Hombr with our rhime; 
Who, had a nit, in Juno's trefies bred. 
Dropped on divine Minbrva's wifcr head; 
Or CooK-like Flea, exploring fomc new track, 
Hopp'd from the clouds to Agamemnon's back; 
The Bard had fung the fall in verfe divine. 
And Critics heard the found along the line* 
Jove call'd his Juno only Jaucy hitch ; 
The Poet thought it would his fong enrich : 
Jove, too, juft threatened, with fome birchen rods. 
To whip her publicly before the Gods j 
The Bard (though but a flogging-bout at nyft) 
Deem'd it indeed too facred to be loft : 
Jove call'd his daughter only bitch and fool 
(Poor Pallas, treated like a girl at fchool). 
Threatened to ham-ftring her fix fav'rite nag$. 
And tear her bran-new phaeton to rags ; 
The Bard, who never wrote an idle word. 
Bade his bold verfe, the God's bold fpeech record : 
And had the Thunp'rer but broke wind, the fong 
Had, iitiitative, born the blaft along. — 
Then be it known to all the world around. 
To folks above, and people under ground. 
Vol. I, U To 



To fifli zpd fowl, and cycry qreqnng thit)g-^ * 

Lillibullero^ aod Godjave the King, 

Were aAually the very airs he chofe ! 

But wherefore — God Ai«michty qnly know$ } 
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CANTO IV. 



THE ARGUMENT. 

Morning and Majesty get out of bed together— A moft 
(blemn and pathetic addrefs to the Mufe, with refp^d to 
Qmm/— A ferious complaint againft the Omens for their non- 
appearance on fo importaut an occafion— The wives and daugh« 
ters of the Cooks feek the Palace, to encourage their huf- 
bands-*A beautiful comparifon of cocks and hens — The difmay 
of the Cooks — The natural hidory of eyes — ^Mister Ramus 
enters thekitchen^-MisTER Ramus is praifed for dexterity 
in (having Majesty— ^Mister Ramus's conieqnence with 
Majesty faperior to that of great Miniflers— Mister 
Ramus's naaAy-pamhy name Bitty , given by Majesty— >The 
dread occaiioned by Mister Ramus 's appearance amongft 
the Cooks — Mister Secker, Clerk of tlTe Kitchen, enters 
in a paflion<— Mister Sec re r threatens tremendoufly— A 
ni;^ of one of the Cooks nobly anfwers Mister Secker, 
and vows oppofition— Mister Sbcker replies with aHo- 
nifhment, vociferation, and threat — ^The Heroine's rejoinder 
to Mister Ramus, witjx much farcafm — Mister Seckrr 
groweth very wroth — ihidieth revenge— Prudence appeareth 
to him, and adminiilereth great and wholefome advice-^ 
Prudence becalmeth the Clerk of the Kitchen— A fecond 
Heroine appeareth, (peechifieth, and threateneth— flily al« 
ludeth to the immenfe wealth of fiud§ Majesty, and the 
heaps of diamonds belonging to femaU Majesty— praifetJi 
her hniband's cleanlinefii^ and denieth a ioufe-exiftence in his 
head, and fquinteth at Mister Secker as the probable 
owner of the animal — ^Mister Secker rageth a fecond time 
—One of the fineft comparifons in the world, between 
Mister Secker inapaffion, and a Leg op Mutton and 
Turnips tn the pot — The Poet paufeth, moralizeth, and 
trembleth at that Devil, lately introduced to the world, called 
E<yf ality, the enemy of Majesty— Some of the fweeteft 

U 3 lines 
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lines in the world on the occaiion — Pb.udencb re^enteFeth to 
becalm Misteb-Secksr,, by clapping her hand on his month 
—An inexpreilible apt bottle-of-fmall-beer comparifon— The 
. Cook-Major rifes in wrath^ and is very fatirical on Mister 
SscKER — ^The Clerk of the Kitchen replies with intre* 
pidity— A great deal of good Company rufhcs into the kitchca 
— Mibter Secker commands filence> and announces the will 
of his Sovereign— The Sovereign eloquently announceth 
alfo his own will — A fweet and fublimc comparifon> equal ta 
any thing in Homer. 
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CANTO THE FOURTH; 

W ITH beauteous Lam Bert's blufhi and Kissel's 

fmiles^ 
Aurora peep'd upon the firft of IdeS} 
And lo, to bleating flock, and whiftling biixl> 
Uprofe the Sun, and uprofe G. the Third> 
Who left his Queen fo charming, and her room. 
To talk of hounds and horfes with the Groom. 
Say, Muse, what ! not one cloud with lowVing looks. 
To gloom compaffion on the heads of Cooks ? 
What ! not one fblitary omen fent j 
Not one fmall fign, to tell the great event ? 
On Cato's danger, clouds of ev'ry Ihapc 
Hung on the firmament their difmal crape ; 
Aurora wept, poor girl, with forrow big; 
And Phobbus rofe without his golden wig I 
But now the (kies their ufual manners loft, 
The fian and moon, and all the ftarry hoft ! 

• U 4 Na 
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No raven at the window flapp'd his wings. 

And croak'd portentous to the Cooks of Kings ; 

No horfes neigh'd, no btillocks roar'd fo ftoutj 

No fheq>j like fheep be-devill'd, ran about; 

N6 lightnings flafh'd, no thunder deign'd to growl; 

No walls re-echo*d to the mournful owl ; 

No jackafs bray*d afiri^t ; no ghoft 'gan waul i 

No comet threatened empires with his tail; 

No witches, wildly fcreaming, rode the broom; 

No pewter platters danc*d about the room. 

Thus unregarded drooped each menaced head. 

As though the omens all were really dead; 

As unregarded (what a horrid flur !) f 

As though the Monarch meant to (have a cur ! 

Now to the kitchen of the Palace came 
Full many a damfel fweet, and daring dame. 
The wives and daughters of thofe Cooks forlorn 
Whofe lucklefs heads were threatcn'd to be fhorn : 
Ire in each eye, and vengeance in each hand. 
To cheer their hufbands, pour'd the boaftful Band ! 
Thus, when the ancient Britons ru(h*d to battki 
Their wives mtrepid join'd the general nuttle; 
Encouraging their huibands in the fray, 
For fear fome pale-nos'd rogues might run away: 

. • Ogle 
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O glorious aft ! — rq)clling cowarJ fear.— 
Thus cocks fight bravcll when the hens arc near* 

Now on the band of Ladies ftar'd the Cooks^ 
And fecm'd to Ihew hair-ruin in their looks. 
Great is the eloquence of eyes indeed — 
Much hift'ry in thofe tell-tale orbs we read! 
What though no bigger than a button-hole. 
Yet what a wondrous window to the foul ! 
The boibm's joy, and grief, and hope, and fcaf, 
In lively colours are depicted here ! 

Now to the crowded kitchen Ramus Iprings, 
Ramus, caird Billy by the bcft of Kings ;^ 
Who much of razors and of foap-fuds knows. 
Well Ikill'd to take Great CiCSAR by the nofc: 
Much by his Sovereign lov'd, a trufly Page, 
Who often puts great Statefmen in a rage ; 
Poor Loads ! compeird againft their will to* waifp 
Though a(s-like laden with affairs of State, 
Till Page and Monarch finifli deep dilputcs 
On buckikin breeches, or a pair of boots ! 



Billy, a pretty name of love, fo fweet, 
Familiar, cafy, for affection meet ! 



TJius 
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Thus formal Patrick is transfonn'd to Taiif^ 
And Father y by die children chriftcn'd Daddy t 
And Oliver, who could e'en Kings control. 
By many a thoufand is bapdz*d Old Noll* 

Speak> Readsr, didft thou ever fee a ghoft? 
If fo — ^thou iloodeft (bring, like a poft : 
Thus did the Cooks on Billy Ramus flaie, 
Whofe frightful prefcnce porcupin'd each hair. 
Now enter'd * Sicker— and now thus he ipokc:— * 
« This Loufe afiair's a very pretty joke I 
«^ Arn't you aftiam'd of it, you dirty dogs ?-* 
♦^ Zounds ! have you all been fleeping with the hogs ? 
^ But mind — you'll be, to all your great delig^t^ 
^ Bald as fo many coots before *tis nighu 
^ No murmurs, gentlemen — 'tis all in vam J 
«' When Monarchs order, who (hall dare comfWnJ" 
Now from the female Band, a Heroine rav'd, 
•* G-d curfe me, if my hu(band foall be (hav'd! 
" You (han't, you (han't the fellow's head difgrace; 
«* I fay the npian (hall fooner lofe his plaoe# 
^ T^gSy like the very devil, I loath, I hate— 
•* And curfe me, if a nightcap hugs his pate."— 

<« How, 

• Late Clerk of the Kitchen. 
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' How, Impudbncb !'* the wrathful SscfCER oyM, 

jVith hocroT ilaring, and a mouth yard-wide — 

' Where, whereas my ftick, my cane, my whip, my 

fwitch ? 
" Who taught rebellion t'ye, you faucy b— ?" — 
** Mj/el/,*\w\th hands akembow, cry'd the Dame: 
" I tell ye, Miftcr Secker, 'tis a fhamc; 
" I tell ye that the Cooks will all be fools, 
" To (uffcr razors to come near their flcuUs* 
*^ Biicb tQO, forfooth ! the language of a hog! 
« If Tm a bitch, tiicn/mehd/ssL dog." 

Now all th* internal man of Secker boil'di 
From thought to thought of turbulence he toil'd^ 
Now, rcfolution-fraught, he wilh'd to ftick her. 
Now in her fecc to (pit, and now to kick her* 
But Pkvdence in that very moment came. 
And fwcctly whifper'd to the man of flamo— 
** Fie, SsckerI kick z woman J Secksr, fie! 
** On matter more fublime, thy prowels try — 
*' No glory fprings from kicking wives of Cooks : 
'^ Strive to furpais great Kings in binding books i 
** Tranfcend great Kings in forcing ftubborn kinc 
'' To brcakfiift on horfe-chcfnuts, fup, and dine i 

In 
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" In educating pigs, be thou as deep; 
«« And kam, like Kings» to feel the rumps of iheep. 
*• *Go, triumph at the market-towns with wool 2 
'• Go, breed for lady-cows the braveft bull; 
** Tow'r o'er the fceptcrM Great in fat of lambsj 
** And rife a rival in the breed of rams.— • 
" Thcfe be thine afts*— from hence fair glory flows, 
" Whofe beam, a bonfire round a Monarch glows. 
** Surpafs in charity towards the Poor ; 
«* Nor bully ftarving Mbrit from the door- 
** Behold, for patronage lean Genius pant! 
•* What though the wealthy Great a taftt may want, 
** Yet, would they call their eyes on pining Merit, 
•* Thofe eyes would quickly warm her frozen (pirit. 
" The fool may lift the Mourner from the tomb, 
" And bid the buried feeds of Genius bloom. 
** Yes, fools of Fortune, did thofe fools indine 
** To look on humble Worth, nntight bid her Ihinc: 
** Thus tallow candles in a chandelier, 
** Make the keen beauties of the glafe appear^ ' 
** Call into note a thoufand trembling rays, 
*' And ftiare the merit of the mingled blaze. 
" The Great fhould bid like Suns their treafures flow, 
^* Whofe beams wide-fpreading no diflinftion know; 

« But 
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** But equal bid the crab and pine be ripe, 
*^ And light at once a fyftem and a pipe.*' 

ThusPRUDEKCE fpoke^whenSECKER to theDAUB^ 
Confeis'd his fault, and ftopp'd the burfting flame* 
Now ftorm'd a fecoud Heroine from the band^ 
Caird JoAN^ and full at Sbcker made a (land*— 
" I fay, Tom (han't be fhar'd— he fhan't— he fhan't— » 
" Leek porridge, flirabout, we'll fooner wanti 
" We'll rather hunt the gutters for our meatj 
" Cry mackrel, or fing ballads through the ftreetj ^ 
" Foot ftockings, mend old china, or black fhocs, 
^ Sooner than Tom, poor foul, his locks fhall lofe* 
" Humph ! what a pretty hoity toity's here ? 
^^ Thomas, I fay, (han't lofe his locks, poor dear! 
" Shav'd too ! caufe people happen to be ^wr — 
" I never heard of fuch a trick before. 
" Folks think they may take freedoms with a Cook— 
" Go, a(k your Master if he'd (have a Duke. • 
« No— if he dar'd to do it, I'll be curft: 
'* No, Secker, he would eat the razor firft. 
" Good lord! to think ^^^r people's heads to plunder-^ 
" Why^ lord ! are people drunk, or mad, I wonder? 
" What ! (hall my poor dear hu(band lofe his locks 
** Bccaufc a ha'n't ten millions in the ftocks ? 

« Becaufc 
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** Bccaufe on me, forfooth, a can't bcftow 

" A di'mond petticoat, to make a fhow ? 

*^ Marry come up, indeed — a pretty joke—* j 

^^ Any thing's good enough for humble folk I ' 

" Shov'd here and there, fqrfooth; cairddogandb— i ; 

** God blefs us well, becaufe we arc not rich. 

*^ People will fbon be beat about with fticks, 

•* Forfooth, becaufe they han't a coach and fix. 

*' A (han't be fhav'd, and Fm his lawful wfe ; 

•* The man was never loufy in his life. ' 

*' Jtx what his mother fays— his neareft kin— 

^* ^ Tom never had a blotch upon his fkin, 

^^ ^ But when a had the meafles and fmall pox.* 

" What fory then, (hall the fellow lofe his locks I 

^' * She never in her life-time faw ((he fays) 

*^ * A tidier, cleanlier lad, in all her days— 

^* * And all her neighbours faid with huge furprife, 

^ * A finer boy was never (een with eyes!" 

^ So, Mifter Secker, let's have no more ioufei 

*' Hunt further for the owner of the loufc. 

*^ Sir, 'tis a burning Jhame^ I'm bold to fay, 

♦* To take poor people's charafter away. 

•* Who knows the varmine is n't your own, odsfiOi ! 

5' You're fond pf peeping into ev'ry di(h." 

Again 
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Again of Seckbr boird th* internal man ; 
Thought urging thought^ again to rage began: 
Huge thoughts of diflf*rcnt fizes fwell*d his fouh 
Now mountmg high, now finking low they rolli 
BufUing here, there, up, down, and round about s 
60 wild the mob, fo terrible the rout! 
How like a Leo of Mutton in the pot. 
With turnips thick furrounded all fo hot ! 
Amid the gulph of broth, fublime, profound. 
Tumultuous, joftling, how they rufh around ! 
Now up the tumeps mount with fkins of fnow. 
While reftlefi laboring Mutton dives below— 
Now lofty foaring, climbs the leg of fheep, 
While Turnip downward plunges 'mid the deep! 
Strange fuch refemblances in things ftiould lie! 
But what efcapes the Poet'^ piercing eye ? 
Juft like the Sun — for what efcapes his ray^ 
Wjio darts on deepeft (hade the golden day ? 

Mufc, let us paufe a moment — here wc fee 
A woman, certainly of low degree. 
Reviling folk of elevated ftation ; 
Thus waging war with mild Subordination. 
Should fweet SuBORoiNATion chance to die. 
Adieu to Kings and Courtier-men fo highj 

Thca 
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Then will that Imp Equality prevail. 

Who knows no diflPrence between head and tail; 

Then Majesty, the lofty nofe who lifts. 

With tears fhall walh and iron her own Ihifts; 

To darn her ftockings, fix)m her height defcend. 

Which now are giv'n to ♦ Mackenthun to mend-* 

Turn her fair fingers into vulgar paws. 

And wafh her dirty laces and her gauze. I 

Then dimm'd are coronets that awe infpire. 

And fceptres ftuff 'd, like faggots, m the fire. 

Ne'er let me view the hour, my foul that fhocks. 

When female Majefty fhall wafh her fhnocks : 

Such humbled grandeur let me never fee : 

Soapfuds and Sovereignty but ill agree : 

Malkin and Msyefty, but ill accord: 

Rubbers and Royalty, are kin abhorr'd ! 

Strange union ! 'tis die Vulture and the Bat; 

A gulph and mudpool — elephant and rat ; 

A great Archbiftiop, and an Undertaker; 

The Mufc of Epic, and a riddle-maker; 

A roaring King in tragedy fublime j 

And he who plays poor Pug in Pantomime; 

The Lord who in the Senate wonder draws. 

Firm b the feir fuppcMt of Freedom's caufc; 

And 

* A lady, attendant on the Princefles. 
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And that fame Lord^ bdiind the fiSenesj a fiiaili 
Who, cnlwhng^ of an aftrefe* holds die tail; 
Marchesi on the ftage with ftcel stad plume. 
And that Marchbsi in a lady^s room; 
Sir t JosEPHj Jdve-Bkej with his himmer'd amii 
Who thond'ring breaks of fleep the opiate chafm ; 
And th0t Sir Joseph, with a fimple look, 
CoUeding fimples near the fimple brook* 

Agun came pRvDtvtty quaker4ooking fotm, 
Sweet*huniour*d Goddefs, to fupprefs die ftorm. 
Who dapp'd her hands (indeed an aft uncouth) 
Full on the gaping hole of Sbckbr's mouth; 
Comprefling thus a thoiifand iron words^ 
Sharp ey'ry foul of them as poinis df fwords % 
But foon her hafid Ibribok his lips and chin; 
Who own*d the Goddefs, and but gare a grixi* 
Thus fixrni a fi^etful bottle of fihall beer^ 
Ifj itiad, the cork fhould leap with Wild career ; 
Lo, to the bottle's mouth the butkr fliesy 
And with dateritjr his hand applies ! 

Vot* L X In 

* Mifi Fsrreii. 

t Sir JosiFB BA!rKi4 ApkttttiSiM royal iilflgnia is a ham- 
per to knock down a difpatc^ and keep the Royal Society 
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In vaip the Hquor buiUes 'mid the dome; 

John qucUs all futy, and fubdxies the foam ! 

Now rofe the Major — " Miftcr SBClKBit-~Sir» 

" You make in this afiair a pretty ftir ! 

" 'Twcre doubtlefs a fine prcfent in a iox^ 

*' To offer to our fovcrcign Lord> die locks : 

*' Some vajt reward would follow, to be furc j 

" A pretty little, fwcet, fnug, fintcure. 

*' Yes — Master Secker well can play his cards: 

*' Sublime achievements claim fublime rewards. 

" I humbly do prefumc. Sir, that his Grace 

** Has promised ye a warm Exciieman's piace : 

" Some folks are Jacks-in-officej fond of power!*' 

Thus (poke the Cook, like vinegar fa four. 

" No matter, Mafter Major, what I gctj 

" All that I know, is this, your heads fliall fweat: 

•' rU fee the bufinefs done, depend upon*t — 

" I'll order matters, d — n me if I don't : 

•^ Yes, Matter Dixon, you fhall know who's who— 

" Which is the better gemman, I or you." 

Thus anfwers Secker to the man of woes. 

And points his fatire with a cock'd-up nofe- 

Scarce had he utter'd, when a noife was heard 1 

And now behold a modey band appeared ! 

With 



With Batel founds at once the kitchen Hngsi 

Of Oroom> Page, Barberj ind the ^^ of Kingsrt 

And loj the iifi of Queens nrwft fee the fun j 

And lo, the Princeflcs (6 beauteous run; 

And Madam ScHWELLENBERa came hobbling tods ' 

Poor lady, loling in the race a )hoe 1 

But in revenge-purfoiti the lofs how flight ! 

The world would lofe a ligy to ple^e ^fpitt. 

And now for Peace did Sbcrer bawl aloud ; 
And lo. Peace came at once among the crowd. 
In courts of juftice thus, to hufh the hum, 
" Silence !" the cryer calls, and all is mum— 
" Cooks, ScuUionSj all, of high and low degree, 
" Attend, and learn our Monarch's will from me. 
" Our Sovereign Lord the King, whofe word is fete, 
*' Wills in his wifdom to fee Ihav'd each pate: 
" Then, Gentlemen, pray take your chairs at once; 
" And let each barber fall upon his fconce."— 
Thus thundered Secker with a MARs-Uke &ce. 
And ftruck dire terror through the roafting race. 
Thus roar'd Achilles *mid the martial fray. 
When er^ry frighted Trojan^ ran away* 

X ^ Calm 
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Calm was die crowd» when thus the King of Ifld 
Firm for the (have, but yet with kingly finilcs— 
^ You'muft be fhav*d—- you fhtU, you muft indeed: 
" No, no, I Iha'nt let flip a fmglc head— 
" A very filthy, nafty, dirty trick— 
** The thought on't turns my fiomach — niakesme{ick« 
" Louie— loufe — a nafty thing, a loufe I hates-^ 
•* No, no, Pll have no. more upon my plate. 
•* One b fulficient— yes, yes— quite a flore— 
*' rU have no more — no more^ I'll have no more," 

Thus fpoke the King, like ev'ry king who gives 
To trifles, luflie that for ever lives. 
Thus flinking vapours fiom the oozy pool. 
Of cats and kittens, dogs and puppies foil. 
Bright Sol fublimes, and ^ves them golden wings. 
The cloud on which y<?m^ fay, the Cherub fin^. 
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POETICAL EPISTLE, 



^ BOS WELL, Bozzy, Bruce, * whatever thy name. 

Thou mighty (hark for anecdote and fame ; 

Thou jackaJl, leading lion Johnfon forth 

To eat M'Pherlbn j- 'midft his native North; . ^ 

To frighten grave profeffors with his roar. 

And Ihakc the Hebrides from Ihore to flipre — 

All hail ! At length, ambitious Thane, thy rage 

To give one fpark to Fame's befpangled page 

Is amply gratified — a thoufand eyes 

Survey thy books with rapture and furprife !. 

Loud, of thy Tour, a thoufand tongues have fpoken, 

And wonder'd that thy bones were never broken ! 

Triumphant, thou thro* Time's vaft gulph (halt fail. 
The pilot of our literary whale j 

X 4 CM^ ' 

• Vide Note, page 16. 

t The tranflator (bat in Dr. Johnfon's opinion the author) of 
the Poems attributed to Ossi an. 
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Clofe to the daflic Rambler (halt thou clings 

Clofe as a fupple courdcr to a king ; 

Fate Ihall not fhake thee off with all its pow'r^ 

Stuck like a bat to fomc old ivy'd tow'r. 

Nay, though thy Johnfon ne'er had blefs'd thine eyes, 

Paoli*s deeds had rais'd thee to the ikies ! 

Yes t his broad wing had rais'd thee (no bad hack) 

A tom-tit twittering on an eagle's back. 

Thou, curious fbrapmongerj flialt live in long 
When death hath ftill'd the rattle of thy tongue; 
E'en future babes to liip thy name fhall learn, 
And Bozzy join with Wood, and Tommy Heam, 
Who drove the fpidcrs from much profe and rWmej, 
And fnatch'd old ftories from the jaws of Time, 
Sweet is thy page, •! ween, that doth recite 
How thou and Johnfon, arm in arm, one night. 
Marched through fair Edinburgh's pa£bolian fhpw*n, 
Which Cloacina bountifully pours; 
Thofe gracious fhow'rs that fraught with fragrance flow. 
And gild, like gingerbread, the world below. 
How fwecdy grun^bled too was S^m's ren^arkj^ 
^* I finell you, Mafter Bozzy, m the dark !*' 

Alas! 

* Vide page 14. 
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Alas ! hiftorians tire confounded dull s 

A 4™ Beeotia reigns in every Ikull ; 

Mere beafis of burden^ broken-iwinded^ flow. 

Heavy as cart-horfcs, along they go -, 

Whilft thou, a wiD-o'-whilp, up, down, here^^ thcrt. 

Wild darted corufcadons ey*r/ where. 

What taftelefs mouth can g^cpe^ what eye can dole, 
Wha( head can nod o'er thy enlivening prole ? 
To others' works, the works of iby inditing 
Are downright diamonds to the eyes of whidng. 
Think not I Batter thee, my flippant fiiend] 
For well I know that flattery would offend : 
Yet honeft praife, Fm fure, thou would^ft not flitin, 
BofR with a ftomach to digcft a mn 1 
Who can refufe a fmilc, that reads thy page. 
Where furly Sam, inflam'd with Tory rage, 
Naflau beiboundrels, and with anger big. 
Swears Whigs arc rogues, and cv'ry rogue a Whig ? 
Who will not, too, thy pen*s minutta blefit 
That gives pofterity the Rambler's* drefi ? 
Methinkfi I view his fall, plain fuit of brown. 
The large grey bufliy wig that grac'd his crown. 

Black 

« Vide page 9, 
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Black worftcd (lockings, litdc fUvcr biicklcs. 
And ihirt that had no ruflles for his knuckles* 
I niark the brown great- coat of cloth he worc^ 
That two huge Patagonian pockets bore. 
Which Patagonians (wond'rous to unfddl) 
Would fairly both his Diftionaries hold. 
I fee the Rambler * on a large bay niare> 
Juft like a Centaur ev'ry danger dare. 
On a fuU gallop da(h the yielding wind. 
The colt and Bozzy fcamp'ring dofe behind. 

Of Lady Lochbuy f with what glee we read. 
Who offcr'd Sam, for breakfaft, cold Ihcep's head; 
Who, prcfs'd and worry'd by this dame fo civil, 
Wifh'd the (hcep^ head and woman's at the devil. 

I fee you failing both in Buchan's Jpot — 
Now ftorming an old woman § and her cot; 
Who, terrified at each tremendous fhapc, 
Dcem'd you two Demons ready for a rape : 
I fee all marv'ling at M'Leod's together 
On Sam's remarks || on whey and tanning leather: 

At 

• Page 376. t Page 429* t Pag« >04- 
) Page 143. 11 Page 299. 
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fit Corrichatachin's,* mc Loid knows how, 

I fee dice, Bozzy, dnmk as David's fow, 

^nd begging, widi rais*d eyes and lengdicnM chin, 

Heav'n not to damn tfaee for the deadly Ga: 

I fee too, the fiern morafift regale. 

And pen a Ladn ode to Miftrc^ Thrale.t 

I fee, without a i^ght-cap on his lie^d. 

Rate fight!* bald Sam in the Preteodep'sj: bed: 

I hear (what's vi^Qodeiiul !} unibug^ bv ihidying. 

His claffic difl^rtadon upon ptid(UQg:§ 

Of Provoft Jopp,l I mark the niarvTu^ fecc. 

Who gaye the Rambler's fireedooi with a grace: 

I fee too, tray'iing from the Isle of £GG,f 

The humble fcrvant * * of a horfe's kg i 

And Snip, the taylor, from the Isle of Muck,*!-!- 

Who ftitch'd in Sky with tolerable luck : 

1 fee the horn that drunkards muft adore ; 

The horn, the nughty horn of Rorie More; JJ 

And blQody Ihields that guarded hearts in quanels. 

Now guard from rats the millc and butter barrels. 

Mcthinks the Caledonian dame \ fee 

FamiHar fitting on the Rambler's knecj 

Charming^ 

• Page 317' t Page i77- t Page 216. 

i Page 44x>. || Page 39. f Page zjs* 

•• A blackfmith. ft Page 275- tt Page 254. 
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Charming, with kifles fweet, the chuckling fag^; 

Meldng with fwcctcft fmilcs the froft of agei 

LijLC Sol, who darts at times a cheerful say 

O'er the wan vifagc of a winter's day. 

" Do it again, my dear,** (I hear Sam cry) 

•< Sec who ftrft tires, my chamier, you or L^ 

I fte thee ftufEng, with a hand uncouth. 

An old dry'd whiting in thy Johnfon's mouth ; 

And }o ! I fee, with all his might and tnain. 

Thy Johnfon fjpit the whitmg out ag^« 

Kare anecdotes ! 'tis anecdo^ like thefe 

That bring thee glory, and the million pka^ ! 

On thefe ihall future times delighted ibre. 

Thou chamung haberdafher of fmall ware ! 

Stewart and Robertfon, from thee, fhall learn 

The fimple charms of Hift'ry to difccrn : 

To thee, fair Hift'ry's palm, fhall Livy yidd^ 

And Tacitus, to Bozzy, leave the fkW * 

Joe Miller's fel^ whofe page fueh fun provokes. 

Shall quit his fhroud, to grin at Bozzy's jokes ! 

How are we all with rapture touch*d, to fee 

AVhere, when> and at what hour, you fwaUow'd tea! 

How, once, to grace this Afiatic treat, 

Cam« haddocks, ^hich the Ramblbr could not cat. 

Plcas'd, 
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Picas'd, on thy book thy Sov'reigri's eye-balls roll. 

Who loves a goflip's ftory fi-om his foul ! 

Bleft with the mem'ry of the Pcrfian king,* 

Who, cv'ry body knows, and ev*ry thing ; 

Who's dead, who's married, what poor girl beguil'd 

Hath loft a paramour, and found a child ; 

Which gardener hath moft cabbages and peas. 

And which old woman hath moft hives of bees ; 

Which fermer boafts the moft prolific fows. 

Cocks, hens, g^fe, turkeys, goats, fheep, bulls, and cows i 

Which barber beft the ladies' locks can curl^ 

Which houfc in Windfor fells the fineft purl; 

Which chimney- fweep beft beats, in gold array. 

His brufh, and ihovd, on the firft of May 5 

Whoie dancing dogs, in rigadoons excel; 

And whofe the puppct-fhew, that bears the bell ; 

Which clever finithi the prcttieft man-trapf makes. 

To favc from thieves the royal ducks and drakes. 

The Gumea hens and peacocks, with their eggs. 

And catch Ms loving fubje6ts by the legs. 

Oh ! fince the Prince of goffips reads thy book. 

To what high honours may not Bozzy look ? 

The 

• Cynis. 

* His M— — y hath planted a number of thofe trufty gaar- 
iUai around Us park at Windfor, for the benefit of the public. 



3X8 BPIBTLE TO BOSWELL* 

The fun-lhine of his fmilc may foon be thine— 
Percbauncey in converfc thou may'ft hear him fliinc: 
Percbauncej to ftamp thy merit through the nation, 
He begs of Johnfon's Life, thy dedication ; 
Afks queftioiis* of thee, and, O lucky elfi 
Moft kindly anfwers ev'ry one himfclf* 
Bleft with the claflic learningf of a college. 
Our K — g is not a mifer in his knowledge : 
Nought in the ftbrehoufe of his brains turns mufty; 
No razor- wit, for want of ufe, grows rufty : 
Whatever his head fuggefts, whatever he knows. 
Free as eledion beer from tubs, it flows ! 
Yet, ah! fuperiorfarl — it boafts the merit 
Of never fuddling people with the fpirit I 

« Say, 

• Juft after Dr. Johnfon had been honoured with an interview 
with a certain great perfonage, in the Queen's library at Bock- 
ingham Houfe, he was interrogated by a friend conceraiAg his 
reception, and his opinion of the r-y-1 intelled. — " His M— y 
feems to be poflcfled of fome good nature and math Cttriofity 
^replied the Doiitor) : as for his mi^, it is not contempdbie. HiJ 
M— y indeed was muhifarkui in his quefiiotu\ but, thank God, 
lie anfwered them all bim/el/V* 

t This is a very extraordinary circumftance : the late P— — s 
D r retained three parts of the money ordered for the edu- 
cation of her children* The effea of this mifirahU condaa was 
fo confpicuous in her daughter M— ^a, that the letters received 
from her during her refideactf in Denmark, wcm abfoltttdy 
nnintelligiblt. 
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Say, B02Z79 when, to bkfs our anxious fight/ 
When fhall thy volume ^ burft the gates of li^t? 
Oh, cloth'd in cal^ ambitious brat, be born-^ 
Our kitchens, parlours* libraries, adorn ! 
My fanqr's keen anticipating eye, 
A thoufand charming anecdotes can ipy : 
I read, I read of G— gc the kani'df difpky 
On Lowth's and Warburton's immortal fray : 
Of G — ^gc, whofc brain, if right the mark I hit. 
Forms one huge Cyclopaedia of wit; 
That holds the wifdom of a thoufand ages. 
And frightens all his workmen and his pages ! 
O Bozzy, ftill, thy tell-tale plan purfue : , 
The^orld is wond'rous fond of fomcthing new; 
And, let but Scandal*s breath embalm the page. 
It lives a welcome gueft from age to age. 
Not only lay who hreatbes an arrant knave, 



But who hath fiieak'd a rafcal to his grave : 



• The Life of Dr. Jolinfon, 



Make 



t His M— y'i commenuiy on th« quarrel, in which the 
Bilhop and the Doilor pelted one the other with dirt fo grace* 
follj, will be a treafore to the lovers of literature ! Mr. B. hatli 
%s gopd as promifcd it to the public^ and, we hope» means to 
keep his word. 
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Make a*er his turf (in Virtue's caufe) arouti 
And^ like a d*mn'd good Chriftian^ pull him oiic« 
Without a fear, on families harangue ; 
Say who Ihall lofe their ears^ and who fhall hangi 
Publifli the demi-repsi and punks — ^nay more^ 
Declare what virtuous wife will be a wh-re. 
Thy brilliant braih^ conjeAure can fupply^ 
To charm through ev'ry leaf the eager eye. 
The blue-ftocking* fociety defcribe^ 
And ^ve thy comment on each joke> and jibe: 
Tell what the women are, their wit^ their quality, 
And dip them in thy ftreams of immortality ! 

Let Lord McDonald threat d^ breech to kickrf 
And o'er thy fhrinking ihoulders fhake his ftick : 
Treat with contempt the menace of diis Lordi 
*Tis Hift*ry's province, Bozzy, to record^ 
Though Wilkes abufe thy brain, that airy mill> 
And fwear poor Johnfbn murdered by thy quill ; 

What** 

• A club chiefly compofed of mtfi learned Ikdie)* prt>fbmi(( 
ciiticf» w^ felf-diUgtaU arbitbrs of uAe, to wUeh Mr^ B* 
watadmittedi 

t A letter of fevere remonftrance was fent to Mt> B, who, ii» 
confeqaence, omitted/ in the fe<^nd edkion of his JoiimaU what 
h fo generally pleafing to the public^ viz. the fcandalons paffagci 
relative to this nobleman. 
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What*s that to thee ? Why let the rkaiih Wcixi'*- 
Thy end is anfwcr'd, if the nadon read. 
The fiddling Knight,* and tuneful Miftrefs Thrale, 
Who fixquent hobb'd or nobb*d with Sanri, in ale^ 
Snatch'd up the pen (as thirft of fame infpires \) 
To write his jokes and ftories by their fires 5 
Then why not ibou^ each joke and tale enrol. 
Who like a vratchful cat> before a hole. 
Full twenty year^ (inflam*d with lettered pride) 
Didft moufing fit before Sam's mouth fb wide. 
To catch as m^y fcraps as thou wert able — 
A very Laz'rus at the rich man's table ? 
What though agdnft thee porters f boxmce the doof. 
And bid thee hunt for iecrets there no more; 
With pen and ink fb ready at thy coat^ 
Excifeman^'like, each fyllable to note. 
That giv'n to printer's devils, (a precious load I) 
On wmgs of print comes fiying all abroad ? 
Vol. I. Y Watch 



* Sir Johft Hawkins, who (ts well as Mrs. Thrale, now 
Madam Piozzi) threatens us with the life of the late lexic«» 
grapher» 

t This is literally true — " Nobody is at home." — Onr great 
people want the tafte to relifli Mr. Bofwell's vehicles to iflunor« 
Uiity. Though in London, poor Bozzy is in a defert. 
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Watch then the venal valet? — fmack the maids, 

And try with gold to make them rogues and jades: 

Yet fhould their honefty thy bribes refcnt j 

Fly to thy fertile genius, and invent : 

Like old Voltaire, who placed his greateft glory 

In cooking up an entertaining ftory; 

Who laugh'd at Truth, whene'er her fimple tongue 

.Would fnatch amufement from a talc or fong. 

Oh ! whilft, amid the anecdotic mine, 
Thou labour'ft hard to bid thy Hero fhine. 
Run to Bolt Court,* exert thy Curl-like f foul, 
• And filh for golden leaves from hole to hole: 
Find when he ate and drank, and cough'd and fneez'd— 
Let all his motions in thy book be fqueez'd : 
On tales, however ftrange, impofe thy clawj 
Yes, let thy amber lick up ev'ry ftraw : 
Sam's nods, and winks, and laughs, will form a treat; 
For all that breathes of Johnfon muft he great I 

Bleft be thy labours, moft advent'rous Bozzi, 
Bold rival of Sir John, and Dame Piozzi; 

Heav'ns ! 

• In Fleet-ftreet, where the Dodof Jived and died, 
•f Curl, the bookfeller, frequently bribed people to hunt tic 
temples of Cloacina fof the letters of Pope and Swift. 
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Heav'ns ! with what laurels (hall thy head be crown'd i 

A grove, a foreft, fhall thy ears furround ! 

Yes ! whilfl the Rambler fhall a comet blaze^ 

And gild a world of darknefs with his rays ; 

Thee too, that world, with wonderment, flxall hail, 

A lively, bouncing cracker at his tail ! 



Y 2 POSTSCRIPT 



POSTSCRIPT. 



A S Mr. Boswell's Journal hath afforded fudi uni- 
vcrlal pleafure by the relation of minute incidents, ami 
the great Moralift's opinion of men and things, during 
his northern tour^ it will be adding greatly to the 
anecdotical treafury, as well as nnaking Mr. B. happy, 
to communicate part of a Dialogue that took place 
between Dr. Johnfbn, and the Author of this Con- 
gratulary Epiftle, a few months before the Do&or 
paid the great debt of nature- The Doftor was very 
cheerful that day ; had on a black coat and waiftcoar, 
a black, plulh pair of breeches, and black worfted 
ftockings, a handfome grey wig, a Ihirt, a muflin 
neckcloth, a black pair of buttons in his fhirt flcevc?, 
a pair of fhces ornamented with the very identical 
little buckles that accompanied the philofbpher to the 
Hebrides ; his nails were very neatly pared, and his 
beard frefh (haved with a razor ^bricatcd by the in- 
genious Mr. Savigny. 

P. P. ** Pray, Doftor, what is your opinion of 
«« Mr. Bofwell's literary powers V 

Jdhnjon. 
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ydbfi/on. « Sir, my opinion is, that whenever Bozzy 
expires, he will create no vacuum in the region of 
literature — he feems ftrongly ^ffefted by the cacoetbes 
/criiendi; wifties to be thought a rara avisj and in 
truth fo he is — ^your knowledge in ornithology. Sir, 
will eafily difcover, to what fpecies of bird I allude." 
Here the Doftor fhook his head, and laughed. 

P. P. " What diink you. Sir, of his account of 
Corfica ? — of his charafter of Paoli ?" 

Jobnfon. " Sir, he hath made a mountain of a wart. 
But Paoli has virtues. The account is a farrago of 
difgufting egotifm and pompous inanity.'' 

P. P. " I have heard it whifpered, Dodor, that, 
Ihould you die before him, Mr. B. means to write 
your life." 

Jobnfon. " Sir, he cannot mean me fo irreparable 
an injury.— Which of us Ihall die firft, is only known 
to the Great Dilpofer of events j but were I fure that 
James Bofwell would write my life, I do not know 
wherfier I would not anticipate the meafure, by taking 

Y 3 bis:' 
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bis.*' (Here he made three or four ftrides acrols the 
roonij and returned to his chair with violent emotion.) 

P. P. ^^ I anpi afr^d that he m^ans to do you the 
favour," 

Jobnjon. *' He dares not—he would make a fcarc- 
crow of me. I give him liberty to fire his blunder- 
buls in bis own, face, but not murder m/. Sir, I heed 
not bis ctMtfi^ i^a — ^BoswELL write my life ! why th? 
fellow po{refre3 not ^ilities for writing the life of an 
epbemeron.'^ 
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BRITISH BIOGRAPHERS. 

A 
TQWN ECLOGUR 



^ ■ , I ■ ■ t Arcades ambo, 

£t caotare paiss, ct refpoodere, parad 1 ViiciL* 



THE ARGUMENT. 

On the death of Doctor Johnson, a nttmber of people, am* 
bitioas of being diHingaifhed from the mute part of thdr 
fpecies, fet about relating and printing ftories and bans-mats 
of th»t crhbratcd moralift. Aniongll the qioft KefiIo$s, thoogh 
not the mod enlightened, appeared Mr. Boi well and Madame 
Piozzij, the Hero and Heroine of our Eclogue. They 
are fuppofed to have in contemplation the Life of Johnson ; 
and to prove their biographical abilities, appeal to Sir John 
Hawkins for his decifion on their refpeftive merits, by quo* 
tations from their printed anecdotes of the Doctqr. Sir 
John hears them with uncommou patience, and determines 
\tiyfroperlj on the preteniions of the contending parties. 
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TOWN ECLOGUE^ 



VV HEN Johnson fought (as Shakcfpear fays) 

that bourn. 
From whence, alas ! no travellers return ; 
In humbler Englifli, when the Doftor died, 
Apollo whimper'd, and the Muses cried; 
Parnassus mop'd for days, in bufinefs flack. 
And, like a hearfe, the hill was hung with black ; 
MiNBRVA, fighing for her fav'rite (on. 
Pronounced, with lengthened fece, the world undone; 
Her OWL, too, hooted in fo loud a ftyle. 
That people might have heard the BiRb a mile; 
Jove wip*d his eyes fo red, and told his wife. 
He ne*er made Johnson's equal in his life; 
And that 'twould be a long, long time, if ever. 
His art could form a fellow half fo clever : 
Venus, of all the little Loves the dam. 
With all the Graces, fobbed for brother Sam : 

Such 
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Such were the heav'niy howiings for his death. 
As if Dame Nature had refign'd her breath* 
Nor lefs fonorous was the grief, I ween, 
Amidft the natives of our earthly fcene : 
From beggars, to the Great who hold the hekn^ 
One JohttfO'tnania rag'd through all die reahn ! 

** ^^i&^(cry'dtheworld)canmatchhisprofeorrhymc? 
•< O'er wits of niodern days he tow'rs fublhnc \ 
•* An oak, wide fpreading o'er the Ihrubs below, 
^ That round his root;s, with puny foUa^c, blow^ 
•* A pyramid^ amidft fome barren wafte, 
•' That frowns o'er huts, the fport of ev'ry blaftj 
" A mighty Atlas, wl^ofe afpiring hea4 
•* O'er diftant regions cafts an awful (hade. 
" By kings and beggars, lo ! his tales are told, 
*• And ev'ry fentence glows a grain of gold ! 
•' Bleft ! who his philofophic phiz caiji take, 
** Catch ev'n his weakneffes — his noddle's (hake, 
«' The len^hen'd lip of fcorn, the forehead's fcowl, 
'^ The lowering eye's contempt, and bear-like growl. 
** In vain, the Critics aim their toothlefs rage! 
" Mere fprats, that venture war with whales to wage: 
** Unmov'd he ftands, and feels dieir force no more 
•' Than fomc huge rock amidft the wat'ry roar, 

« That 
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'* That calmly bears the tumults of the deep, 
^^ And howling tempefts, that a$ well may fleep/* 

Strong, 'midft the Rambler's cronies, was the rage 
To fill with Sam's bons-mots and tales the page: 
Mere flies, that buzz'd around his fetdng ray. 
And bore a Iplendor, on their wings, away: 
Thus round his orb the pigmy planets run. 
And catch their little luftre from the Sun* 

At length, rufli'd forth two Candidates for fame; 
A Scotchman one, and one a London dames 
That J by th' emphatic Johnson, chriften'd Bozzvi 
msy by the Bifhop's licenfe, Damb Piozzi ; 
Whofe widow'd name, by topers lov*d, was Thralb, 
Bright in the annals of eleftion ale ; 
A name, by marriage, that gave up the ghofl ! 
In poor Pedopchio* — no ! — Piozzi, loft ! 
Each feiz'd with ardour wild, the gray goofe quill ; 
Each fet to work the intelleftual mill ; 
That pecks of bran, fo coarfc, began to pour. 
To one poor folitary grain of flour, 

Forth 



• The author was nearly committing a blunder — fortunate 
indeed was his recollefUon ; as Pedoccbio fignlfies, in the Italian 
language, that moil contemptible of animals, a lousb. 
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Forth ni(h'd to light, their books — butte^^ihookl&yi ; 
Which bore the palm of anecdote away ? J 

Ji&iV, to decide, the rival wits agreed 
Before Sir John their tales and jokes to read. 
And let the Knight's opinion, in the ftrife. 
Declare the prop'rcft pen to write Sam's Life: 
Sir John, renowned for mufical* palavers; 
The Prince, the King, the Emperor of Quavers! 
Sharp in folfeg^, as the (harpeft needle; 
Great in the noble art of tweedle-tweedle ; 
Of Music*s College form'd to be a Fellow, 
Fit for Mus. D. or Maestro di Capblla: 
Whofe volume, though it here and there offends, 
Boafts German merit — makes by bulk amends* 
High plac'd the venerable quarto fits, 
Superior frowning o*er oftavo wits 
And duodecimos, ignoble fcum ! 
Poor proftitutcs to ev'ry vulgar thumb I 
Whilfl: undefird by literary rage. 
He bears a JfotUfs leaf from age to age. 

Like fchool-boys, lo ! before a two-arm*d chair 
That held the Knight wife judging, flood the Pair: 

Or 

• Vide his Hiflory of Mafic. 
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Or like two poncys on the fpordng rounds 

Prepar'd to g^Uop when the drum fheukl founds 

The couPLB rang'd — for vift'ry, both as keen. 

As for a tott'ring bifhopric> a Dean, 

Or patriot Burke, for giving glorious baftings 

To that intolerable fellow Hastings. 

Thus with their fongs contended Virgil's fwains. 

And made the valleys vocal with their ftraihs. 

Before fomc gray-beard sage, whofe judgnient ripe. 

Gave goats for prizes to the prettieft pipe, 

" Alternately in anecdotes go on ; 
" But firft, begin jw. Madam," cry'd Sir John: 
The thankful Dame low curtfied to the chair. 
And thus, for vift'ry panting, read the Fair : 

MADAME PIOZ2I.* 

Sam Johnson was of Michael Johnson born; 
Whofe fhop of books did Litchfield town adorn: 
Wrong-headed, ftubborn as a haltcr'd rams 
In fliort, the model of our Hero Sam : 
Inclined to madnels too-^for when his fhop 
Fell down, for want of cafti to buy a prop. 

For 

♦ Vide Piozzi's Anecdotes, pags 3. * 
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For fear the thieves might fteal the vaniih*d (tore, 
jlc duly went each liight, and locked the door I 

b6zzy> 

Whilft Johnson was in Edinburgh, my witt^ 
To pleafe his palate, fhidied for her life : 
With ev'ry rarity fhe fiU'd her houle. 
And gave the Doctor, for his dinner, groulc'. 

MADAME PlOZZl.f 

Dear Doctor Johnson was in fizc an ox. 
And from his Uncle Andrew learn'd to box; 
A MAN to wreftlcrs and to bruifers dear. 
Who kept the ring in Smithfield a whole year^ 
The Doftor had an tJncJe too, ador'd 
By jumping gentry, call'd Cornelius Fordj 
Who jump'd in boots, which Jumpers never choofe^ 
Far as a famous Jumper jump'd in Ihocs. 

BOZZY.t 

At fuppcr, rofe a dialogue on witchds. 
When Crosbie faid, there could not be fuch b-tch-^j 

And 

• Bozzy's Tour, page 38. 

f Piozzi's Anecdotes> page 5. J Page 39. 
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And that 'twas blafphemy to think fuch hags 

Could ftir up ftorms, and on their broomftick ftags 

Gallop along the air with wond'rous pace. 

And boldly fly in God Almighty's face: 

But JoHNsoK anfwer'd him, " Thcrt might be witches; 

*« Nought proved the non-exiftence of the b-tch-s." 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
When Thrale, as ninnble as a boy at fchool, 
Lcap'd, diough fatigu'd with hunting, o'er a ftool ; 
The Doctor, proud the fame grand feat to do. 
His powers exerted, and jump'd over too; 
And though he might a broken back bewail. 
He fcorn'd to be eclips'd by Miller Thrale.. 

BOZZY.t 
At Ulinish, our friend, to pafs the rime. 
Regard us with his knowledges fublime j 
Show'd that all forts of learning fiird his nob. 
And that in butch'ry he could bear a bob. 
He fagcly told us of the different feat 
Employed to kill the animals we eat : 
*^ An ox," fays he, " in country and in town, 
** Is by the butchers conftandy knocked down ; 



As 
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** As for that leffcr animal^ a calfi 

*^ The knock is really not fo ftrong By half\ 

•^ The bcaft is only ftunn'dy but, as for goats, 

" And fheep, and lambs, the butchers cut their tbrMtt^ 

** Thofe fellows only want to keep them quiet, 

** Not choofing that the brutes fhould breed a riot." 

MADAME PI02ZL* 

When Johnson was a child, and fwaHow'd pap, 
*Twas in his mother*? old maid Cath'rine*s lap; 
There, whiMl he fat, he took in wond'rous learning; 
For much his bowels were for knowledge yearning; 
There heard the ftory which we Britons brag on. 
The ftory of St. George and eke the Dragon. 

B O Z Z Y. t 
When FooTE his leg, by fome misfortune, broke, 
Says / to Johnson, all by way of joke, 
" Sam, Sir, in Paragraph, will foon be clever, 
" And take off Peter better now than ever/' 
On which, fays JohJison, without hefitation, 
«' George J will rejoice at Foot's depeditatitm*^ 

On 

• Page 15. t Page 141. 

t George Faulkner, the printer at Dublin, taken off by 
Footc, under the charadler of Pbthr Paragrafr. 
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On which, fays I, a penetrating elf! 

** Doftor, I'm Turc you coin'd that word yourfclf/' 

On which he laughed, and faid, I had divin'd it. 

For, iond fidey he had really coin'd it. 

« And yet, of all die words IVe coirl'd, (fays he) 

" My Diftionary, Sir, contains but three." 

MADAMS PlOZZL 
The Doctor faid, *' In literary matters, 
^ A Frenchman goes not deep — he only /matters :'^ 
Then aflc'd, what could be hop*d for from the dogsi 
Fellows that liv'd eternally on frogs ? 

BOZZY.* 

In grave proceflion to St. I^nard*s College, 
Well ftuff'd with every fort of ufeful knowledge. 
We ftatcly walk'd, as foon as fupper ended : 
The Landlord and the Waiter both attended : 
The Landlord, ikiU'd a piece of greafe to handle. 
Before us march'd, and held a tallow candle i 
A lantern (fdme &m'd Scotfifnan its creatofl) 
With equal grace was carried by the Waiter. 
Next momii^, from our beds we took si leap. 
And found ourfelves much better for our fleep. 

Vol. I. . Z MADAME 

• Page Si* 
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He anfwer^d me at once, Georoi PsAtMAKAZAK ; 
Keen in the EngUfii language a$ a razor. 
Such was the ftrange, the ftrangeft of replies. 
That rais'd the whites of both my wond'ring eyes; 
As this fame George, in impofidon ftrong. 
Beat the firft liars that e'er wagg'd a tongue. 

BOZZY.* 
I wonder'd yefterday, that one John Hay, 

Who ferv'd as Gcerone on the way. 
Should fly a man of war — a fpot fo bleft— 
A fool ! nine months, too, after he was prcft. 
Quoth Johnson, " No man. Sir, would be a failor, 
" With fenfe to fcrape acquaintance with a jailor. 

MADAME PlOZZi.f 

I faid, I lik'd not goofe^ and mentioned w^jr;— 
One fmells it roafting on the fpit, quoth I. 
" Tou^ Madam,'* cry'd the Doctor, with a frown, 
" Are always gorging — ^(hiffing fomethmg down: 
'^ Madam, 'tis very natural to fuppofe, 
" If in the pantry you will poke your hofe, 
"Your maw with ev'ry fort of viftuals fweUing, 
" That you muft want the blifs of dinner JmelRngJ' 

BOZZY. 
• Page iju t Page 103. 
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BOZZY. 
As at Argylb's gvand houie my hat I took^ 
To feck my aMioisifey tiros began the Duke : 
" Pray, MiftcrBolWeUt won't you hate fome tea T' 
To this I made ray bow^ and did agree— 
Then to the draAving-room ^w both* retreated^ 
Where L.AD7 Bhtty Hamilton* was feated 
Clofe by the Duphiss^ who^ im deep difcourfe^ 
Took no more notice of me than a horfe. 
Next day, myfelf and Doftor Johi^^^ took 
Our hats, to go- and wait upon the Duke. 
Next to himfelf the Duke did ^m»wson place; 
But I, thank God,, htjeami to his Graob. 
The place was due mofl: furcly to- my merits— 
And faith, I was in very pretty fpirits : 
I plainly few (my penetration fuch i&) 
I was not yet in favour with die Ditchbbs. 
Thought Ir I am not difconcerted yet; 
Before we part, I'll give her Grace 2l /weat — 
Then looks of intrepidity I put on. 
And afk'd her, if (he'd have a plate of mutton. 
This was a glorious deed, muff be confeft'dr 
I knew I was die Duke's^ and not ber gucft 1 
Knowing — as Fm a man of rip-top breeding. 
That great folks drink no healths whilft they are feeding, 

Z 3 * I took 
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I took my glafs^ and looking at her Gkace^ 
I ftar'd her like a devil m the faces 
And in reffeSfid terms, as was niy duty. 
Said I, ^< My Lady Duchess, I filute ye:*' 
Moft audible, indeed, was my fahite. 
For whiqh fome folks will fay I was a brute ; 
But, &ith, it dafh'd her, as I knew it wpuldj^ 
But then I knew that I was flefh^and t>lood. 

MADAME PIOZZM 
Once at our houfe, amidft our Attic feafls, 
We likened our acquaintances to he^fisz 
As for example — fome to calves and hogs. 
And fome to bears^ and monkeys, cats and dogs ; 
We faid, (which charmed the Doctor much, no doubt) 
His mind was like, of Elephants, the Jnwt^ 
That could pick pins up, yet pofTefs'd the vigour 
For trimming wpll the jacket of a Tigbr. 

BOZZY.t 
Auguft the Bfteenth, Sunday, Mifler Scott ' 
Did breakfafl with us— when upon the fpot; 
1*0 him^ and unto Doctor Johnson, lo I 
Sir William Forbes^ fp clever, did I lhow| 

Anian 

• Page 204, f Page 15. 
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A man that doth not after roguery hanker ; 

A charming Chriftian, though by trade a banker-. 

Made too of good companionable ftufF^ 

And this^ I think, is faying full enough : 

And yet it is but juftice to record. 

That when he had the meafles — ^'pon my word. 

The pcopk fecm'd in fuch a dreadful fright. 

His houfe was all furrounded day and night> 

As if they apprehended fome great evil, 

A general conflagration, or the devil. 

And when he bettered— oh I 'twas grand to fee 'cm 

Like mad folks dance, and hear W fing Te Deum. 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
Quoth Johnson, « Who d'ye think my life will 
write!"— 
*' Goldsmith;' faid I.— Quoth he, "The dog's vile 

« fpite, 
" Bcfides the fellow's' monftrous love of lying, 
^ Would doubtlcfs make the book not worth the 
« buying/' 

BOZZY.t 
That wordiy gentleman, good Mr. Scott, 
Said, 'twas our Socrates's lucklefi lot 

Z 4 To 

• Page 31. f P*g« *3- 
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To have the waiter^ a fad naSy hhdc. 

To make, poor gentleman, hh Iqnoonadc ; 

Which WAITER, much againft the Doctor'^ viib. 

Put with his patvs the fugar in the difli : 

The Doctor, vcx'd at fiich a fBthy fdiaw. 

Began, with great propriety, to beUow ; 

Then up ho took the di(b, and nokJy flung 

The liquor out of window cm the dung; 

And Doctor Scott declar'd, chac, by b^ frown, 

He thought he would have knocked die fettiow down. 



MADAME PIOZZL* 

Dear Doctor Johnson lefi^off drinks. fem>qntcd,5 
With quarts of chocolate and cream contented.; 
Yet often down his throat's prodigious guttpr. 
Poor man ! he pour'd a flood of melted butter ! 

B o z z y. 

With glee, the Doctor did my girl behold; 
Her name Veronica, juft four months old. 
This name Veronica, a name though quaint. 
Belonged originally to a Saint y 

But 

• Page 102. 
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Bui la nxjr old Great Grandam it was g^v'n— 
As fino a woman as e'ei weoe t^ (leay'n ;. 
And vhac muft add tx> hfir importattcc miach^ 
This hdy's genealogy was Dulck. 
The man who.dW efpoufe this dame divine. 
Was AtEXAKOBK). Earl of Kincardine; 
Who jymr'd along my body, Uke a fl^aice, 
The noblc^ noblo, noble Wood of B&ucir! 
And who that own'd this blood could well refisfe 
To make the world accfuaihted with the news?- 
But to return unto my charming child— 
About our Dodlor Johnson Ihc was wiUi 
And whisii be left oS ipeaking, fhe would Sutterj 
Squall for bim. tx> begin agsun, and fputter ! 
And to be n^ar him a fljong wiih expreis'd. 
Which pjcQures, he wa& oot fuch a horrid beafb 
Her fondnefs for the Do^r pleas'd me greatly; 
On which I loud Qxclaim'd in lan^uagp (lately, 
Nay, if I recoUeft aright, I JworCy 
rd to her fortune add five- hundred more! 

MADAsfclE PIOZZI.* 

Om day, z^ we wers* all in talking lolt^ 
My mother's &vt*ritft fpanid. ftole the toaft ; 



On 



• Pi^ 256. 



346 BOZZT AKD PlOZZt. 

On which, immediately, I fcream'd, ** Fie on her— 
^* Fie^ Belle,*' faid I, **you w'd to be on honour."— 
" Yes,''JoHNSOKcry'd; ^< but. Madam, pray be told, 
'* The reafon for the vice is — Bbllb grows eld.*^ 
But Johnson never could the dog aUde, 
Becaufe my mother wa(h'd and comb'd his hide. 
The truth on't is — Bbllb was not too well bred. 
Who always would infift on being fed ; 
And very often too, the faucy sicx 
Infilled upon having the Jirfi otf . 

BOZZY. 
Laft night much care for Johnson's cold was us'd. 
Who, hitherto, without his nightcap Jnw7Cd% 
That nought nniight treat {o wonderful a man ill. 
Sweet Mifs M'Lboo did make a cap of flannel; 
And after putting it about his head, 
She gate him brandy as he went to bed. 

MADAME PIOZZL* 
One night we parted at the Doctor's door. 
When thus I faid, as I had faid before, 
•^ Don't forget Dicky, Doctor— -mind poor Dick." 
On which he tum'd round on his heel & quick, 

€c Madam," 

• Page 204« 
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^* Madam," quodi he, « and when Fvc fenr'd that df, 
*^ I guefs I then may go and bang myfelf/* 

B O Z ? ¥.• 

At night, well foak*d with rain, and wpnd Vous wcaiy, 
Wc got as wet as Ihags to In verary j 
We ibpp*d moft rojmlfy — ^wcre vaftly frifky. 
When Johnson ordcr'd up a gill of whifky : 
Taking the gla6, fays I, « Here's Miflrefs Thrale."— 
*' Drink her in wbijky not," faid he, « but ale.*' 

MADAME PIOZZLt 
The Doctor had a cat, and chriften'd Hodge, 
That at his houie in Fle^-Street ys'd to lodge. 
This HodgQ grew old, and fick, and us'd to wilh 
That all his dinner^ mi^ht be fonn'd ofjljb: 
To pleafc poor Hodge, the Doctor, all fb kind. 
Went out, and bought him (fyfters to Ipis mindi 
This every day he did— ngr alk'd blacH Frank J, 
Who decm'd himfclf of much top high a rank. 
With vulgar fijb^fags to be forc'd to chat. 
And purchaie oyfters for a mangy cai^ 

SIR JOHN. 
For God's fake ftay each anecdotic fcrap ; 
Let me draw breath, and take a trifling nap; 

With 

* Page 483. t P^ge i02f ) Dr, Jphnfon's Tervanu 
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With one half-hour's reftoring flumbcr Ueft^ 
And Heav'n's afliftancc, I majr itar tfc nfi. 

Afide] — ^What have I done, inform me, graciousLoid ! 
That thus my ears with nonfcnfe Ihould be bor*d ? 
Oh ! if I do not in the trial die. 
The Devil and all his brimftone I defy. 
No punilhment in other worlds I fear; 
My crimes will all be expiated here. 
Ah ! ten times happier was my lot of yore. 
When, rais'd to to^quence tiiat jU( adore, 
I fat^ each feilion, king-like, m the chaip^ 
Aw*d ev^ry rank, and made the mi&ion ftanc : 
Lord paramount o*cr ev'ry Juftice riding v 
In caufes, with* a Turkife fway, deciding ! 
Yesy like a noble Raftiaw, of fJbr^ tmlSi 
I fpread a fiar and trembiing through the jafls? 
Bleft, have 1 brow-beaten each thief and^'ftrumpcti 
And blajied^on them, like the lad day's trumpet. 
I know no paltry weaknefe of the foul- 
No fniv'ling pity dares my deeds coneroL:. 
Afham'd, the weaknejs of my King I hear; i 

Who, childiih, drops on.ev'ry death* a tear. 

Return | 

* Sach is the report concerning his m^ /#»^-i&Air/r4^MA jssty, 
when he fufTers the law to take its couHe on criminals. How 
unlike the Great FRtoERic of Pruffia» who ^eltghism a hwipni- 
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Return*, return again, thou glorious hour. 
That to my grafp once gav'ft my idol, pow'rj 
When at my feet the humble knaves would fall; 
The thundering Jupiter of Hicks's Hall. 

The Knight thus finifhing his fpeech fo fair^ 
Sleep pull'd him gently backwards in his chair; 
Op'd wide the mouth that oft on jail-birds Jwtre, 
Then rais*d his naikl organ to a roar. 
That a6hially furpals'd, in tone and grace^ 
The grumbled ditties of his fav'rite baje.ji 

* $ir John wiflies in vain— His hoar of infolence returns no 
morel 

t The violoncello, on which pjie Knight b a perfonnei* ' 
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ECLOGUE. 

PART II. 

JN OW from his flcep the KNiGHT,affrighted,lprun^ 
Whilft on his car the words of Johnson rung; 
For, lo ! in dreams^ the furly Rambler rofe^ 
And wildly ftaring, feem'd a man of woes. 
" Wake, Hawkins," (gmwrd the Doftor, with a 

frown) 
** And knock that fellow and that woman down: 
" Bid them with Johnson's Ufe proceed no fordicr j 
*^ Enough already they have dealt in murther J 
^' Say, to their tales that little truth belongs ; 
** If fame they mean me, bid them hold their tongues* 

*^ In vsun at glory gudgeon BoswatL Ihaps— - 
*• His mmd, a paper kite — composed of fcrapsj 
** Juft o*er die tops of chimneys form'd to fly; 
)^ Not with a wing fublime to mount the fiy. 
" Say to the dog, his head's a downright drumt' 
<« Unequal to the Hift'ry of Tom Thumb : 

Nay- 
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« J^ay — tell, of anecdote, that thirfty leech, 
** He is not equal to a Tyburn Speech.* 

" For that Piozzi's wife. Sir John, exhort her^ 
" To draw her immortality bom porter i 
'^ Give up her anecdotical inditing, 
*' And ftudy houfewfery inftead of writing : 
^ Bid her a poor biography fufpendj 
" Nor crucify, through vanity, a friend. 
** I know no bulinefs women have with learning; 
" I fcorn, I hate the mole-ey'd half-difcemingi 
" Their wit but fcrves a hufband's heart to rack, 
" And make eternal horfewhips for his back. 

" Tdl Peter Pindar, (hould you chance to meet 
him, 
^ I like his gemus—- Ihould be glad to greet him: 
" Yet let him know, crowrCd beads are facred things, 
*^ And let him rcv'rcnce more the heji of kings \\ 

« Still 

* Compofed for the tofortanate hrave of Newgate, by dif- 
ftrent hsftoriaiu. 

t Tliis is a ftrange and almoft incredible fpcech from John- 
ioh'i moatlij as« not many years ago, when the agi of a ctrtmn 
6KIAT PBEsoNAOB became the fabje^ of debate^ the Doclcr 
broke in upon the converfation with the folio wiifg queftion :— 
^ 0£ wha^ importance to the prefcnt company^ is his «^#f— Of 

what 
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*^ Still on his pegaius continue jogging, 

^^ And give that Boswell's back another flogging." 

Such was the dream that wak'd the fleeping Knight, 
And op'd again his eyes upon the light — 
Who, mindlefs of old Johnsok and his froWn, 
And ftern commands to knock the couple dowti, 
Relblv'd to keep the peace — and, in a tone 
Not much unlike a maftiflf o*er a bone. 
He grumbled, that, enabled by the nap. 
He now could meet more biographic fcripi 
Then nodding with a magiftratial air. 
To farther anecdote he call'd the Fair. 

MAj)AME PIOZZI.^ 

Dear Doftor Johnson lov'd a leg of pork. 
And hearty on it would his grinders work : 

He 

** what importance would it have been to the world if he had 
*' never ixifttdf" If we may jndge likewife from the following 
Ipeech, he deemed the frf/fnt fjfejfor of a arimm thIlonb as 
much an ufurper as Xing William, whom, according to 
Mr. Bo s w £ L L 's account J he be/coundrels. The ftory is this :«-An 
acquaintance of Johnson's, Mifs Ray holds, a&ed him if 1^^ 
could not Jing. He replied, '' I know but ont fong ; and thet u, 
^ The King ihall enjoy his own again." 

• Page 8. 
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Me lik'd to eat it fo much over done^ 
That one might (hake the fieih from ofF the bone« 
A yeal pye tooj with fugar crammed aod plums^ 
Was wondVous grateful to the Do6tor's gums, 
Thou^ us'd from mom to night on fruit to ftufi^ 
He vow*d his belly never had enough. 

h o z z y> 

One Thurfday morn did Doctor Johnson wake> 
And call out " Lanky, Lanky," by miftake-r- 
But recolledting— «< Bozzy> Bozzy^'' cry -d— 
For in cotUraffims Johnson took a pride ! 

MADAME PlOZZI.f 
Whtne'er our fiiend would read in bed by night, 
t'oor Mifter Thralb and I weris in a frights 
For, blinking on his book too ofear the fiam^ 
Lo ! to the fore-top of his wig it came ; 
Burnt all the hairs away, both great and fhiall^ 
Down to the very net-work, nam*d the cauL 

BOZZY.f 

At Corrachatachin*s, inho^fmfunk, 
I got with punch, alas ! confoiinded drux& : 
Vol. L a a Much 
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Much was I vcx'd that I CouH lidt be qiiifti 

But, likt a ftupid blockhead, breed a riot-^ 

I fcarcely knew how 'twas I reeled to bed; 

Next morn I wak'd widi ditadful pains oF head> 

And temots too, that of my peace did rob mc; 

For much I fear'd te Moralift "iirouldikiob me; 

But as I lay along, a heavy log. 

The Doftor, entering, cali'd mc drunken dog. 

ThWi up rofe I with apoftolic air. 

And read m Dame M^Ki^kon's book of pray'^ 

In hopes for futh a fin to be forgit'ni 

And make, if {Mlfible, 4ny peace wiA hM**A> 

'Twas ftrangc that, in that volume of divinity, 

I op*d the Tv^nrieth Sunday after Trinity, 

And itad thefe words — • Pray be not drunk with wm^ 

* Since drunkennefe ddth make a man a fwine/ 

« Alas !" fays I, « (he finner that I am !'• 

And having made my fpe<ch> I torfc a dram** 

MADAME PrOZZf.* 

One day, with fpirlts low, an5 forrow fill*d, 
I told him that I had a coufin kifl'd r 



'* My dear," quoth he, " for hea^'n's fikt fiold yoiSr 

'* canting; 
^' Were all yoiir couRns kill'd, diey'd no't be wanting : 
'^ Though Death on eacTi of them fhould fet his mark, 
•* Though cv'ry one were Ipitted like a lark, 
" Roafted, arid giv'n that dbg there for a meal, 
*' The lofs of them the world would never feel : 
" Truft nne, dear Madam, all yoUr dear tektiOhi 
" Are nits — are nothings in the eye of nition^." 

Ag^,* (ays I, one day, '* I do believe, 
** A godd acquaintance that I have will grieve 
" To hear her friend hath loft a large eftate." — 
*^ Yes," aniwer'd he, •* lament as much her fate, 
** As did your borfe (I freely will allow) 
" To hear of the mifcarriage of your cow.'* 

B O 2 Z ?.• 

At £noch, it M'Queen*s, we went to bed; 
A coloured handkerchief Wrapp'd Johnson's head: 
He faid, «* God blcfs us iotb^gpod night j" and then, 
/, like a parij!h clerk, pronounced Amen ! 
My good complahion foon by flecp was feiz'd i 
But I, by blice and fleas, was fadly teaz'd; 

A a 2 Methought 

♦ page J 89. \ Page 10 J» 
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Methought ^ fpider» with terrific chws. 
Was ftriding fix>m the wainfcot to my jaws; 
But flumbcr foon did cveiy fenfe entrap. 
And fo I funk into the fweeteft nap* 

MADAME PIOZZI.* 
Traveling in Wales, at dinner-time we got on 
Where, at Lewcny, lives Sir Robert Cottoh. 
At table, our great Moralift to pleale. 
Says I, " Dear Do£bor, am't thofe charming peas V^ 
Quoth he, to contradi£b, and run his rig, 
« Madam> they poffibly might pleafe af/f.'^ 

B Q Z Z Y.t 

Of diatching, well the Dodor knew the a^ a 
And with his threfhing wifdom made us Dart: 
Defcrib'd the greateft fecrets of the Mint, 
And made folks fancy that he had been in't. 
Of hops and malt 'tis wond'rous what he knew; 
And well as any brewer he could brew^ 

MADAME PIOZZI.l 

In ghofts the Doftor llrongly did believc,^ 
And pinn'd his faitli on many a liar's flceve. 



He 
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He faid to Do£bor Lawrbncb, *^ Sure I am, 
" I heard my poor dear mother caU out * Sau/ 
^* I'm fure/' laid he, ** that I cap truft my earsj 
•* And yet, my mother had been dead for years." 

BOZZY.* 
When young, ('twas rather filly I allow) 
Much was I pkas'd to imitate a cow. ^ 
One time, at Drury Lane, with Do£tor Blaih, 
My imitations made the playhouie flare ! 
So very charming w^ I m my roar> 
That both the g^ries clapped, and cried ^' Encore.*^ 
Bleft by the gieneral plaudit and the laugh, 
I try'd to be a jackaf^ and a calf; 
But who, alas ! m all things can be great ? 
In fhort, I met a terrible defeats 
So vile I bray'd and bellow'd, I was hifs'd; 
Yet all who knew me, wonder'd that I mi&*d. 
Blair whifper'd me, ** You've loft your credit howj 
(* Stick, BoswsLL, for the future, to the Cem.** 

MADAME PlOZZi.f 
Th* affiiir af Blacks when Johnson would difcufi. 
He dways thought they had not fouls like «r/ 1 

Aa 3 And 



And yet, whmc'cr his family would fightj 

He always iai^ bl^c}^ ^rank * ^33 in die right;. 

Bp?ZV-t 

I muft confefs that I enjoy'd a pleafurc 
In bearing to the North fo great a treafurc : 
Thinks ly. I'm like. a bulldog or a hound^ 
Who, when a lunnp of liver he hath found. 
Runs' to fome corner, to avoid a riot. 
To gobble down his piece of meat in quiet: 
I thought this good as all Joe Millar's jokes; 
And fo I up^ and told it to the folks. 

MADAME PIOZZI4 

Some of our friends wifh'd Johnson would compofe 
The lives of authors whp had fhone inprofe: 
As for his po^% np niortal man could doubt it- 
Sir Richard Musgra^e, he was warm about it; 
Gotup^ andfooth*d, intrc^ted, bcgg'd and pray'd. 
Poor man ! as if he had implor'd for hread. 
*' Sir Richard," cry*d the Doctor, with a frown, 
*; Since, you're goe up, I pray you. Sir, Jlidoton*^ 

flOZZY. 

^ The Doflor's man-fervant, 

t Page 359. t Page 295. , 
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Of Doftor Johnson having giv'n a Iketchj^ 

Permit mc, Rwder, of mj[feJf to preach: 

The world will certainly receive with glee . 

The flighteft bit of hiftory of me. 

Think of ^genf lemon of ancient blood! 

Prouder of title Aan of being gopdi 

A gentleman juft thirty-^three years old j 

Married fqur years, and as a tiger bold; 
Whofe bowek ye^rn'd Great Britain's foes to t^me> 
And fropa the caimoju's mputh to fwajlow flaniei 
To get his limbs by broad fwQxds carv'd in wars. 
Like fonj^ old b.c4ftcad> J^nd to, bp^ h^ fcaps y 
And, proud immprtal ^ftions to achieve. 
See his iadc bor'd \fy bullets like a fievp. 
But lo ! his fether, a well-judging Judge, 
Forbade \i\sJon from Edinburgh to budge; 
Refolv'd the French fhould not his b — fide claw ; 
So bound his^ apprentice to thib law« 
^is gentlenum had been in foreign parts. 
And, like Ulysses, learnt a world of arts : • 
Much wiidom his vaft travels havmg brought- him. 
He was not half the fool the people thought him : 

.Aa4 Of 
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Of prudence, this Jhme gentleman was /tubj 
He rather had too little than too much. 
Bright was this gentletkan^s imagination. 
Well calculated fi>r the higheft (tadon : 
Indeed fi> lively, give the Dev*l his due,^ 
He ten dmes more would utter than was true^ 
Which forced him frequendy, againft his will^ 
Poor man ! to fwallow many a bitter pill : 
One bitter pill aniong the reft he took. 
Which was, to cut fome fcandal from his book. 
By Doftor Johnson he is well portrayVl: 
Quoth Sam, '^ Of Bozzy it may well be fidd, 
*5 That, through the moft inhoipitable fcene, 
** One never can be troubled with die ipleen, 
" Nor ev'n the greateft difficulties chafe at, 
^^ Whilft fuch an aninial is near to laugh at«'' 

];i^ADAME PlOZZI.f 

For mCy in Ladn, Dodor Johnson wrote 
Two lines upon Sir Joseph Banks*s goat; 
A goat ! that raund the world fo curious went ; 
A goat! that now eats g^ that grows in Kent) 

BOZZY. 
• Page 72. 
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BOZZY.* 

To Lord M0N90DDO a few Imes I wrote, 
And by die fenrant, Jofephji fent diis note: 

*' Thus far, my Lord^ firom Edinburgh, my home, 
^' With Mifler Samusx. Johnsok, I am c^mej 
** This night, by us, mull certainly be fcen 
^' The very handfome town of Abbroeen« 
*^ For tb9ugbts of Johnson, you'll be not apply *d to j 
'^ } know your Loidfhip likes him kfs dian I do. 
*' So near w^ are-»-to part, I can't tell how, 
** Without io much as making him a b<m: 
<' Bcfides, the Rambler &ys, to fee MonbodOj 
^* He'd go at kaft two miles out of his road$ 
<* Which (hows that be admires (whoever rails) 
^ The pen which proves that men are born with tails. 
^ Hoping that as to health your Lordfh^ does well, 
** I frp your fcrvant at conutiand, 

*' Jambs Bosweli/* 

^ADAME PlOZZI.f 
On Mifter Thuale's old bunier Johnson rod^^ 
Who with prodigious pride the bcaft bcftrodes 

And 
• Page 207, t Ibid. 
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And as on Brighton Downs he Jafi^daway, 
Much was he pleas'd to h^ax: ^ ^rtfinan iay> 
That at a chafe ^^c was as iigbi a band 
As e'er a fpprting lubber in the land. 

BOZZY** 

OAe morning, Johnson> on the file of Mvil, 
Was of his politics exceffive fliU: 
Quoth he, <^ That Pultenbt was a rogue *tis plains 
f < Befide^ the feUow was a f^iig in grainJ^* 
Then to his principles he gave a bahging. 
And fwore no H^ig was ever worth a banging. 
" 'Tiswcmderfulj** lays he, " and makes one ftare, 
•* TothinktheLiverychofeJoHNWiLKEsLordMayV; 
" A dog, of whom the world could nurfe no hopes ; 
«* Prompt to debauch their girls, and rob their (hops/* 



MADAME PIOZZI. 

Sir, I believe that anecdote a lie ; 
But grant that Johnson faid it — ly tbe iye. 
As Wilkes unhappily your frtendjbip fliar'dj 
Thfc dFrty aneciote might well htj$ar*d. 

BOZZY. 
• Pagt 424. 
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B02ZY. 

Mackm, I ftick to tnith as much as you. 
And damme if the ftory be ftot (rue. 
What you have faid of Johnson and the larks. 
As much die Hambler for a Javage marks* 
•Twas fcandalous, ev*n Candour muft allow. 
To give the hift'ry^ of the horft and cow. 
What but an oiemy to Johnson's feme, 
Par'd his vile prank at Litchfield playhoufc name- 
Where, . withput ceremony, he thought fit 
To fling the man and chair into the pit ? 
Who would have re^fter'd a ipeech fo odd 
On the dead Stay-maker* and Doftor Dodd ? 

MADAME PIOZZI. 
Sam Johnson's threlhihg knowledge and his thatch- 
May be your own inimitable hatching : [ing» 
Pray of his wifdom can't you tell more news ? 
Could not he make a flilrt, and cobble fhoes. 
Knit ftockmgs, or, ingenious, take up flitches ; ^ 
Draw teeth, drefs wigs, or make a pair of breeches > 
You prate too of his knowledge of the Mint, 
As if thQ Rambler really had been in't. 

Who 

• Piozzi'f Anecdotci, page ji, firft edition. 
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yfbo knows^ but you will tell us^ (truth for&kii^] 
That each bad ihilUng is of Johnsoh's makaigi 
I£s, each vile fixpence that die world hat;h cheated; 
And btf^ the art that ev'ry gumea fweated ? 
About his brewing knowledge you will prate toq. 
Who fcarcdy knew a hop from a potato^: 
And though of beer he jo/d in hearty i^ig^ 
rd pit agaioil his tafte my hulband's pigs^ 

B O Z Z Y. 
How could your folly tell^ fo void of truthj 
That miferable ftory of the youthj^ 
Who, in your book> of Doftor Johnson begs 
Moft ierioufly to know if cats laid eggs ! 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Who told of Miftrefe Montague the lic-^ 
So palpable a falfehood ? — ^Bozz^j fie( 

?qzz;y. 

Who^ maddening with an anecdotic itch. 
Declared that Johnson call'd his mother h-Uht 

MADAME PIOZZI. 
Whoy fix)m McDonald's rage to favc hb fiiou^ 
Cut twenty lines of dc&madon out? 

Bozzr. 
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S O Z Z Y. 

tf^^ would have iaid a word about Sam^s wig^ 
!>r told th^ flory of the peas and pig? 
Wha would have told a tale fo very flat. 
Of Fjiank the Black, and Hodgb the mangjr cat? 

MADAME P10221. 

Good me ! you're grown at once confounded tend^ t 
Of DoAor Johnson's fame a ^erce defender; 
I'm fore you've mention'd many a pretty ftory 
Not much redounding to the Doftor's glory« 
Now for z faint upon us you would palm him— • 
Firft murder the poor man, and then embalm bimi 

BOZZY. 

Why truly. Madam, Johnson cannot hoaji-^ 
By your acqusuutance, he hath rather loji. 
His charaAer fo ihockingly you handle. 
You've funk your comet to a farthing candle4 
Yoiir vanities contriv'd the fage to hitch in. 
And brib'd him with your celtar and your kitchen : 
But luckleis Johnson play'd a loling game; 
Though beef and beer he won, he loft his fame. 

MADAMS 
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MADAME PIOZZL 

One quarter of your book had Johnson read, 
Flft-criticifm had rattled round your head. 
Yet let my fatire not too far purfu^— 
Your book has merit, give the Dev'l his due* 
Where Grocers and where Paftry-cooks refidc. 
Thy book, witli triurtiph, may indulge its pride j 
Preach to the pany*{$ans fentennous Ila^, 
And hug that idol of the nofe, dalFd fnuff ; 
With all its ftories cloves and ginger pleafe^ 
And pour its wonders to a pound of cheefe! 

BOiZV. 

Madam, your irony is wond'rous fine! 
Scnfe in each thought, and wit in ev'ry line; 
Yet, Madam, when the leaVes of my poor book 
Vifit the Grocer, or the Paftry-cook, 
Tours^ to enjoy of Fame the juji reward. 
May aid the trunk-maker of Paul's ChUrch-Yard; 
In the fame alchoufes together us'd. 
By the fame fingers they may be amus'd; 
The greafy fnuffers yours , perchance, m'ay wipe, • 
Whilft mine. High honour'd, lights a topers "pipe. 

The 
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The praife of Courtenay* my book's fame fecures — 
Now, who the devil. Madam, pndfes yours ? 

madaKie piozzi. 

Thoufandsi you blockbead-^no on^ now can doiibt 
For not a foul in London is widiout it. £it;. 

The folks were ready Cadell to devour. 
Who fold the firft edition in an houn 
So! — Courtenay's praifes fave you J — ah! that 

'Squire- 
Deals, let me tell you, more in finoke than fire. 

BOZZY. 
Zounds ! he has praised me in the /iieeuji line— 

MADAME PIOZZI. 

Aye ! aye I the verle and fubjedt equal fliinc. 
Few arc the mouths that Courtenay's wit rehcarfe— 
Merc cork in politics, and lead in verle. 

Bozzir. 

« TBc lively fmili of the Houfe of Commons— indeed Ixi 
Mom us; whoieems to have been feleAed by Lis conilitwnts 
more for the porpofes of langbing at the misfortunes of his 
country, than betdhg thi njtjfounds. He is the author of a poeg4 
ktd)^ pabU(hed» tiiat endeavours, totis vinius, to frtvi thaC 
I)odor JoHNsav was a iriUi as well as a moraltfi / 
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B O JZ Z Y. 

Wdl> Ma'am ! fince all that Johnson (aid or wrotf^ 
You hold fo facred, how have you forgot 
To grant the wonder-httnting world a reading 
Of Sam's £piftle> juft before your wedding i 
Beginning thus^ (m (trains not formed to flatter) 

" Madam, 

^^ If that mojt ignominious nuittir 
*« Si not concludi^'^ 

Farther ihdll fay? 
No— we fliall have it from yourjelf fome day> 
To juftify your paflion for the Touth^ 
With all the charms of eloquence and truth* 

MADAME PIOZZI4 j 

What was my marrkge. Sir, to you or Inmt 
Hi tell me what to do ! — a pretty whim ! 
tie^ to propriety^ (the beaft) reforti 
As well might elephants preftde at eourt. 
Lord I let the world to damn my match agrei\ 
Good God ! James Boswell, what's that world to mf 
The folks who paid refpefts to Mtftrefs Thrale» 
Fed on her pork^ poor fouls ! and fwill'd her ale, 

Maf 
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May Jicken at Piozzi, nine in ten — 

Turn up the nofe of fcom — good God ! what then ? 

For mt^ the Dev'l may fetch their fouls fo j^eat \ 

Tbey keep their homes, and /, thank God, my meat. 

When they, poor owls ! (hail beat their cage, a jail, 

I, unconfin'd, Ihall fpread my peacock tail ; 

Free as the birds of air, enjoy my eafe, 

Choofe my own food, and fee what climes I pleafc. 

/ liiffer only — if Tm in the wrong : 

So, now, you prating puppy, hold your tongue* 

SIR JOHN. 
Forlhame! forftiame! forHeav'n'sfake^^/i^bequiej— 
Not Billingsgate exhibits fuch a riot. 
Behold, for Scakdal, you have made a feail. 
And tum'd your idol, Johnson, to a bead : 
'Tis plain that tales of ghofts are arrant lies. 
Or inftantaneoudy would Johnson rife; 
Make you both eat your paragraphs fo evil. 
And for your treatment of him, play the devil. 
Juft like two Mohawks on the man you fall j 
No murderer is worfe ferv'd at Surgeons Hall. 
Inftead of adding /plenJour to his name. 
Your books are downright phbets to his fame. 
Of thofe, your anecdotes-— may I be curft. 
If I can tell you which of them is worft. 
Vol, L 1? b You 
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You never with pofteritjr can tlirive — 

'Tis by the Rambler's death alone you the-. 

Like wrens (th&t in kmc V(^ume I have read} 

Hatch'd by ftrange fortune in a horie's head. 

Poor Sam was rather fainting in his glory^ 

But now his fame lies fouHy dead before ye : 

Thus to fomc dying man, (a frequent cafe) 

Two do&ofs come^ and give the coup de ffraa. 

Zounds, Madam ! mind the duties of a wiie. 

And dream no more of Doftor Jokksom's Life; 

A happy knowledge in a pye or pudding 

Will more delight your friends than all your ftudyiiig; 

One cut from ven'fon to the heart can fpeak 

Stronger than ten quotations from the Greek; 

One fat Sir Loin poflcfTcs more fublimc 

Than all the airy caftlcs built by rhyme. 

One nippcrkin oi Jiingo with a toaft 

Beats all die ftrcams the Mufes Fount can boaft; 

Blcft, in one pint of porter, lo ! my belly can 

Find raptures, not in all the floods of Helicon. 

Enough thofe anecdotes your pow'rs have fhown; 

Sam's Life, dear Ma'am, will only damn yourown^ 

For thee, James Boswell, may the hand of Fate 
Arrcft thy goofe-quill, and confine thy prate! 

Thine 
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Thine cgotifms the world difgufted hears— 
Then load with vanities no more our cars. 
Like fome lone puppy, yelping all night longi 
That tires the very echoes with his tongue. 
Yet, fhould it lie beyond the powVs of Fate 
To ftop thy pen, and ftill thy darling prate i 
To live in folitude, oh ! be thy luck, 
A chattering magpie on the Ifle of Muck. 

Thus fpoke the Judge -, then leaping from the chair. 
He left, in confternation loft, the Fair: 
Black Frank * he fought on anecdote to cram. 
And vomit /^t ^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^^Y Sam. 
Shocked at the little manners of the Knight> 
The rivals marv'ling nurk'd his fuddea flighty 
Then to their pens and paper rulh'd the twain 
To kill the mangl^ Rambler o*er again. 

• Dodlor Johnson** Negro fcrvant, 

f The Knioht's ▼oliune is reported to be iii ^eat forward- 
nefs, and likely to diftanci his formidable competitors. 



N.B. The quotations from Mr. Bofwell are made from the 
fecond edition of his Journal ; thofe from Mrs. Piozzi, from 
the firft edition ol her Anecdotes. 
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ODE UPON ODE5 

OR, 

A PEEP AT ST. JAMES'S-, 

OR, 

NEW-YEAR'S DAY; 

OR, 

WHAT YOU WILL. 



j^ «r ttmpu rifit tem^e/las, deferor b^f. Ho % f « «• 

Juftaa the maggot bices, I take my way— 

To Painters now my court refpedful pay ; 

Now (ever vrelcome !) on the Mufe*s win^s. 

Drop in at Windfor, on the Bed of Kings } 

Now at St. Jameses, about Handel prate. 

Hear Odts, fee Lords and 'S^oiresj and fimle at Stata. 



Bb 3 



ADVERTISEMENT. 



READER, 

JL THINK it neccffary to inform thee, if thou haft 
not read Mr. Warton's Ode, that I mean not to fay 
that he hath, totidem verbis, fung what I have 
aflerted of him ; I therefore beg tltat my Odie may be 
confidered as an amplification of the ingenious 
Laureat's idea. 
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J^NOW, Reader, that the Laurbat's poft fublinie 
Is deftin'd to record, in handibme rhyme. 

The deeds of Britifh Monarchs, twice a year: 
If great'^how happy is the tuneful tongue ! 
If pitiful — (as Shakeljpeai-e fays) the fong 
•* Muft fuckle fools, and chronicle fmall beer.** 

But Bards mufl take the up-bill with the downi 
Kings cannot always oracles be hatching: 

Maggots are oft the tenants of a crown — 

Therefore, like thofe in cheefc, notworth the catching. 

O gentle Reader! if, by God's good grace. 
Or (what^s more fought) good intereft at Court, 

Thou gett'ft, of Lyric Trumpeter, the place. 
And hundreds are, like gudgeons, gaping for't; 

Hear ! (at a palace if thou mean'ft to thrive) 

And of a fieady coachman learn to drive. 

Whene'er 
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Whenever employed to celebrate a King, 
Let Fancy lend thy Mufc her lofticft wing— 

Stun with thy minftrelfy th' affrighted Ipherej 
Bid thy voice thunder Uke a hundred batteries $ 
For canmon founds, conveying common flatteries, 

Are zq)hyrs whifpVing to the Royal ear. 

Know-^glutton-like, on praife each Monarch arajm: 
Hot i^ces fuit alone their pamper'd nature : 

Alas! the fkoaiach, parch'd by burmng drams. 
With mad-<iog terror ftarts at fim|^e water. 

Fierce is each royal mania for applaufej 

And, as a horfe-pottd wide, are Monarch mawa^ 

Formed therefore on a pretty ample fcale; 
To found the decent panegyric note. 
To pour the modift flatteries down their throat. 

Were ofiering flirimps for dinner to a whale* 

And mind, whene'er thou ftrik'fl: the lyit to Kiqg^ 
To touch to Abigails of Courts, the ftrings; 

Give the Queen's Toad-eater a faandfome fcp. 
And fwear fhe always has more grace 
Than ev'n to fell the meanefl place — 

Swear too, the woman keeps no Tide-lhop; 

■ ScDs 



Sells not, like Jews in Paul'^ Church-yard their ware. 
Who on each pailenger for cufioffi iWc, 
And, in the happy tolled of traffic^ cry. 

Thus, Reader, ends the Prologue to my Ode I 
The true-bred Courtiers wonder whilft I preach— 

And, with grave vizards, and ftretch'd eyes to'^God) 
Pronounce my Sermon a moft impious ipecch: 

With all my fpirit — ^let them damn my lays— 

A Courtier's curfes.are exalted praife* 



I HEAR i ftalttled MoraM exclaim, 
" Fie, Peter, Peter ! fie for Ihame ! 

*^ Such counfel difagrees with my digeftion." 
Well ! well ! then, my old Socrates, to pleafe thee. 
For much Tm willing tf thy qualitis to eafe rfiee^ 

ril nobly take die other fide the queftion. 

Par lE^mfie: 

Fair Praife is fterling gold— all IhOuld defxre it— • 
Flattery, bafe coin— a cheat upon the nation i 

And yet, our vanity doth much admire it. 
And really gives it all its circulation* 

Flatt'ry's 
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Flatt'ry's a fly infinuating fcrcwj 
The World— a bottle of Tokay fo fine— 
The engine always can its cork fubdue^ 
And make an eafy conqueft c^ the wme. 

Flattery's an ivy wriggling round an oak; 

This oak is often honeft blunt John Bull^— 
Which ivy would its great fupporter choak^ 

Whilft John (fo thick the walls of his dark fcull) 
Deems ita pretty ornament^ and flruts — 
Till Matter Ivy creq)s into John's guts. 
And gives poor thoughdels John a fet of gripes : 
Then, like an organ, opening all his pipes> 
John roars; and, when to a confumption drain*d» 
Finds out the knave his folly entertam'd. 

Praise is a modeft, unafluming maid. 

As limply as a Quaker beauty dieft: 
No oftentation hers— no vain parade; . 

Sweet nymph ! and of few words pofleft; 
Yet, heard with rcv'rcnce when (he filence breaksi 
And dignifies the man of whom fhe fpeaks, 

Flatt'ry's a pert French Milliner-^— a jade 
Cover'd with rou^e^ and flauntingly array'd— 

Makes 
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Makes fkucy love to cv'ry man flie meets. 
And offers ev*n her favoiirs in the ftreets* 



And yet^ inftead of heeding public hilleSj 
Divines fo grave— Philofophers can bear hers 
What*s ftrangcr ffiU, with childifh rapture hear hers 

Nay^ court the finiling harlot's vaj kijfes. 



o»s 



O D E. 



M.ICH as Dutdi cargoes fix)m the &agcint £M^^ 
Or cuftard pudding at a city feaft:^ 

ToM*s incenfc greets his Sovereign's hungry nofc: 
For, bating Birth-day torrents from Pamaflus, 
And New-year's fpring-tide of divine molafles. 

Fame in a fcanty rill to Windfor flows ! 

Poets (quoth tuneful Tom) in ancient times. 
Delighted all the country with their rhymes j 

Sung Knights and barbed fteeds with valour big : 
Knights who encountered witches — ^murder*d wizards. 
Flogged Pagans, till they grumbled in their gizzards i 

Rogues I with no more religion than a pig: 

Knights who illumin'd poor dark fouls. 
Through pretty little wcll-form'd eyelet holes. 
By pious pikes and godly lances made— 
Took ! that worked wonders in the holy trade j 

With 
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With b&tdc-axcs fit to knock down bulls. 
And therefore qualified (1 wot) -full well. 
With force the facrcd Orades to tell 

Unto the thickeft unbclievino: fculls: 



*o 



Knights, who, "fo famous at the ganne of Tdurnejr, 

Took boldly to the Holy Land a journey. 

To plant, with fwords, in hearts, the Gofpel feeds ; 

Juft as we hole, for cucumbers, hot-beds. 

Or pierce the bofom of the fuilen earth. 

To give to radifhes or onions birth : 

Knights, who, when tumbled on tlic h6ftile field. 
And to an enemy obliged to yield. 

Could neither leg, nor arm, nor neck, nor nob ftir: 
Poor devils ! who, like alligators hacked. 
At length by hammers, hatchets, fledges, crack'd. 

Were dragg'd from coatsof armour— ^like a lebftcr* 

Great (fays the Laureat) were the I*oet's piiffings 
Dn idle daring red-crofs raggamuffins. 

Who, for their childifhnefs, deferv'd^a birch: 
Quoth Tom, a worthier fubjeft now, tiiank God ! 
Infpircs the lofty Dealer in the Ode, 

Than blockheads battling for old Mother Church. 

Time 
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Times (quoth our courtly Bard) are altered qinte; 
The Poit fcoms what charmed of yore the fight 9 

Goths, Vandals, caftles, hoiicsi mares J 
The polifh'd Poet of the prcfent day 
Doth in his tally (hop dilplay. 

Ah ! vaftly pretticr-colour'd wares* 

The Poet moulds his harp to mariners mildj 
Qupth Tom — to Monarchs, who, with rapture wild, 
Hear their own praife with moudis of gaping wonder. 
And catch each crotchet of the Birth-day thunder: 
Crotchets that fcom the praife of common folly— 
Though not nK)fl: muficaU^mo^ melancholy ; 
Ah ! crotchets doom'd to charm our ears no more. 
Although by Mifter Parsons fet m Jcorei 
Drear and eternal filence doom'd to keep. 
Where the dark waters of oblivion flecp : 
To (peak in humbler Englifh— doom'd to reft. 
With Court addrefles, in a mufty cheft. 

Yet all the Lady Amateurs declared, 

They were the charming' ft things they ever heard: 
As for example — all the angel Gideons— 

That is, my Lady, and her daughters (air. 

With coal-black eyebrows, and fweet Hebrew air— 
The lovely produce of the two religions : 

Thus, 
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Thus, in their virtues, Ibx-hounds beft fucceed. 
When iportfinen very wifely cro6 the breed; 
And thus with nobler luftrc ihines the fowl 
Begot between a game-hen and an owU 

Sir Sampfon ipo declar'^i ^th voice divine, 
'^ Daf Jbince be baf turn Cbreejiian^ and eat bog^ 

** Hi neiter £i hear moojbie balf Jb^ fiie ; 
** No I nebber Jbince be left de Sbinf^gogue** 

His Grace of Quoenfc'ny too, with eyes though dim, 

■ 

And one deaf ear, was there in wonder drown'd I 
Lift'ning, in attitude of Corp'ral Trim, 
He rais'd his thin grey curl to catch the (bund : 

Then fwore the airs would never meet their matches^ 
But in his own immortal glees and catches.* 
Yet were thofc crotchets all condemned to reft 
In the dark bofom of a mufty eheft I 

Crotchets that formM into {o IWeet an air. 
As charm'd my Lady Mayorefs and Lord Mayor; 
Who thought (and really they were true believers) 
The muiic equalled marrow-bones and cleavers. 
Vol. L Cc Strains! 

* Though not a PuRCBLL^ his Grace is allowed, by many 
•f his mafical gacfts^ to be a yexy pretty catch-maker. 
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Strains ! that the Reverend Bifliops had no quahm 
In faying, that they equalled David's Pfahns; 
But not furpafs*d in melody the bell ' 
That mournful foundeth an Archbifhop's knell ; 
Strains ! that Sir Jofeph Mawbey deem'd divine. 
Sweet as the quavers of his fiitteft iWine, 

E'en blufF Lord Bnidenell's felf* admir'd the ftrain, 
In all the tuneful agonies of pain i 
Who, winking, beat with duck-like nods the time, 
And call'd the mufic and the words fublime. 

Yes, this moft lofty Lord admir*d the Ode j 
A Lord who, too, delights in Opera-dandngj 
Thus fagely both thofe ufeflil arts advancmgi 

Mod nobly iuj^eadlng Britain's &me abroad* 

So much by dancing Is his Lordlhip won, 
• Behind the Op'ra fcenes he conftant goes. 
To kifs the little finger of CouLON,"f 
To mark her knees^ and many-twinkling toes. 

Too, 



• A prodigbas ^i*M/#»r .'—without his l«ordfliip there ^an be 
no rehearfal. 

f A firft .dancer at the Opera. 
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Too, all the other Lords, with whilpers fwarming, 
Cry'd iravot bravo! charming! bravo! chaniiing! 
And Majcfly itfelf, to mufic bred, 
Pronounc'd it " Very, very good, indeed !'• 
Indulging, p'rhaps, the very nat'ral dream. 
That all its charms were owing to the tbme. 

Not but fome fmaJl degree of hwnkfs plcafure 
Might in the brace of R-y-1 bofoms rife. 

To think they heard it without wafte of trcafure; 
As fixpences are lovely in their eyes. 

For, not long fmce, I heard a forward dame 

Thus, in a tone of impudence, exclaim — 

" Good God ! how Kings and Queens a fong adore I 

" With what delight they order an encore! 

" When that fame fong, encor^dy fornotbing flows! 

" This Madam Mara to her forrow knows. 

" To Windfor, oft, and eke to Kew, 

" The R-y-1 mandate Mara drew. 

" No cheering drop the Dame was afk'd to fip ; 

** No bread was ofFer'd to her quiv'ring lip ; 

" Though faint, (he was not fuffer'd to fit down : 

" Such was the goodnefs-^grandeur of the Cr — n I 

C c 2 « Now 
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«« Now tell me, will it ever be believM, 

" How much for fong and chaife-hire Ihc recciv*d ? 

^ How much pray, think ye?*'— Fifty guineas*^ 

'* No/* 
Moft furely forty.^« No, no."— Thiity.*-<* Poh ! 
*' Pray, gucfs in rcafon— come, again."— 

Alas ! you jeer us — ^Twenty at the Icaft; 

No man could ever be fo great a b— ft 
As not to ^ve her twenty for her pain. — 
** To keep you, then, no longer in lufpenfe, 

" For Mara's chaife-hire and unrivall'd note, 
*' Out of their wonderful benevolence, 

" Their bounteous M — ies gave — not a groat." 
" Aye !" cry*d a fccond flandVer, with a Iheer, 
'* I know a ftory like it — ^You fhall hear. — 
*' Poor Miftrefs Sid dons, Jbe was ordered out 
«* To wait too upon Majesty, to /pout — 
*' To read old Shakefpeare's As you tike it to 'cm; 
*' And how to rnind their ftops, and conunas, Ihew *cm : 
" She read — ^was told 'twas very, very fine, 
** Exceptjpg here and there a line— 

*^ To which the Royal wifdom did obje6t— 
*' And which, in all the pride of emendation, 
** And partly to improve her reputation, 

" His M-j — ^y thought proper to correft : 

« Then 
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" Then turning to the Partner of his Bed, 
** On tiptoe mounted by felf-approbation, 
•* A very modcft elevation, 
«• .He cry*d, * Mind, Charly^ tbat^^ the way to read/ 

" The Aftrefi reading, ^uting — out of breath, 
" Stood all the time — ^was nearly tir'd to death ; 
*' Whilft their great M-j — ^ies, in Royal ftylc, 
" At perfeft eafe were fitting all the while. 
" Nor ofFcr'd to her was one drop of beer, 
" Nor wine, nor chocolate, her heart to cheer: 
" Ready to drop to earth, fhe muft have funk, 
** But for a child, that at the hardfhip fhrunk— ^ 
" A.litde Prince, who mark'd her fituation, 
" Thus, pitying, pour'd a tender exclamation : 

^ La ! Miftrefs Siddons is quite faint indeed, 

* How pale ! I'm fure (he cannot longer read : 

* She ibmewhat wants, her ipirits to repan-, 

' And wouU, Tm fure, be happy in a chair*. 

- What foUow'd ?— Why, the R-y-l pair arofe 
" Surly enough, on/e i^rjy pnay fuppofe ! 
*' And to a room adjoining nude retreat, 
** To let her, for one minute, ftid a feat. 

C c 3 ^* At 
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*^ At kngth the Aftrcfs ccas'd to read and fpoxxt 

" Where generofity's a crying fin : 
*' Her curt'fy dropp'd — ^was nodded to — came Cut— 

** So rich ! ' * — How rich ?— -^' as rich as' (he went in,*' 
Such arc the (lories twain ! — ^Why, grant the faft. 
Are Fringes, pray, liice common folks to aft ? 

Should Mara call it cruelty, and blame 
Such R-y4 conduft, I'd cry. Fie upon her! 

To Miftrefs Siddons freely fay the fame — 
Sufficient (or /ucb people is the honour! 

E*en I, the Bard, expeft no gifts from Kings, 
Although I've faid of them {xi(Aiband/ome things; 
Nay, not their eye's attention, whofe bright ray 
Would, like the Sun, illumine my poor lay. 
And, like the Sun, fo kind to procreation, 
Increafe within my brain the maggot nation. 
So much for idle tales. — ^Now, Muse, thy ftrain 
Digreffive, turn to Drawing-Rooms again. 

There too was Pitt, who fcrap'd and bow'd to ground, 
And whifper*d Majcfly, 'twas vaftly fine; 

Then wifli'd fuch harmony could once be found 
Where be, each -day, was treated like a fwine 

By 
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13/ that arch^^fiend Charles FoXj and his vile part^,; 
Villains ! in nought but black rebellion hearty i 
t^ellows ! who hid the impudence to place 
The /acred fcepire underneath the mace^ 
And twitted ropes, with malice difappointed> 
To hamper or to hang the Lord's Anointed* 

To whom a ceitain Sage fo eamett cry*d, 

** Dcfti't mind — don't mind-^the rogues their aim 
have mifs'd— ^ 

•* Don't fear your place, whilft I am well fupply'd— 
** But mindi mind poverty of Civil Litt. 

** Swear that no It-^g's fo poor upon the globe; 
•' Compare me--^yes, compare me to poor Job. 
" What, What, Pitt— ^hae? We mutt have t'other 

** grant*^ 
** What, what ? You know^ Pitt, that my old dead 

" Aunt * 
" Left not a fixpencc, Pitt, thefe eyw to blcfs, 
*' But from the pari(h fav'd that fool at Heji. 

C c 4 « But 

* The late Princess Amelia fent ilearly four hundred thou- 
iand poands out of the kingdom ; yet what is that ilun ta ten 
Of tnrelve millions, which may one day travel from the nation ? 
This is a ferioQi affair, and which ought to be looked to. 
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^^ But mbd me-»4uBt to plague her heart when dying, 
*^ I was a conftant hunttu" — Nimrod ftill ; 

^^ And when in ftate as dead's a nuKrk'rel lying, 
'' I car'd not, for I knew die Woman's ITtiL 

*' And three days after flie was dead, 

*' Which fome folks thought prodigioufly profane, 
** I took it — ^ycs — ^I took it in my head, 

*' To order Sir John Brute at Dru^-Lane t 
** Had fhe rcfpefted me, I do aver, 
<< I Ihoukl have flay*d at home, and thought of ker. 

" And mind— keep Georos as poor as a church 

moufe; 
'^ Vote not a halfjpenny for Carleton Hoiife : 
•* This may appear like wonderful barbarity—^ 
*^ But mind, Pitt, nund — ^he gains in popularity. 

** I fee him o'er his Father try to rife, 
^^ And mount an eagle to the fkies ; 

'^ But poverty will check his daring flight— 
" Befides, fhould Geohob receive a grant, 
" He gets the golden orbs I want — 

" Then Civil-lift deficiencies, good night! 

«' And 
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^* And h« ! d»t wicked ton-\aAzw of Broww, ♦ 
** Lofing all fort of rev'rcnce for a Crown, 

^^ Hath fent. me in a bill fo dread-* 
" What's Very ftrange too, Pitt, Til tcU ye moic— 
" The rafcal came into my houfe, and fwore 

** Twas a juft bill, and that he muji be paid; 
** Yes, that he would, he fwore— (how faucy! Pitt)— 
*' Or fend a lawyer to mc with a wW/. 

♦* Down fent I Ramus to him o'er and o*cr, 
^* To fey that Brown had had enough— 

^' And bid him to the Palace come no more 
** To pefter Majcfty widi bills«nd ftuft 

« What, Pitt, pray don't you think I'm right — 
« quite right?*' 
On which the Premier, with a fault'ring bow, 
Star'd in the face by Truth — lookingl don'tknowhow, 

Hem*d out a faint affent— Heav'ns, how polite ! 
How pretty 'twas in Pitt, what great good fcnfc^ 
Not to give Majefty the leaft offence ! 

Whereas, 

• Mr. Holhnd^ the archited, who married a daughter of the 
late Capabibty Brown, and who hath feveral times impertintaify 
troubled the Palace with a bill of two thoafand pounds^ due lor 
work done by his father«in Jaw b the Royal gardens. 
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Whereas^ the Chancellor> had be been thertfj 
Whofe tutor, one would thinks had been a bear. 
Thinking a Briton to no &rms coniin'd^ 
But born with privili^ to fpeak his mind. 
Had anfwer'd with a thund'ring tongue, 
•' I think your Majefty d-mn-tion wrong:—* 
** I know no moral or prefcripHve right 
" In Kings to ^ * • a fubjeft of a mite s 

*^ Give him his juft demand— it is but fit— ^ 
•* Such litdenefTes look extremely odd — 
•* Before me fhould the matter come, by G-d 

" Your Majefty will curfedly be foV :— 
•* Kings by- a fenfe of honour fhould be fway'd— 
« Holland mujfy will, by G-d he Jhall, be paid." 

Lord RocHFORD, too, the gentle youth ! was there, 
Whofe fweet faljetto voice is often (ported 

In glees and catches \ fo that all who hear. 
Believe a pretty Jemuvir imported. 

Anxious to pleafe the royal pair 
Lord Salisbury prais'd the words and alrj 
My Lord— who boafts a pretty tuftefiil palate, 

Wh« 
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Who kindly teaches cobblers how to fing, 
Inftrufts his butler, baker, on the ftring. 
And with Apollo's laurel crowns his valet,* 

" A cobbler, baker, changed to a mufician, 
" Butlers, and lick-trenchers!*' my reader roars; 

*' The facred art is in a fweet condition — 
" A pretty way of rubbing out old fcores ! 

^' God blefs his generofity and purfc : 

^* Soon probably his grandmother, or nurfc, 

" May to the happy band unite their notes— 
*' Perchance, the lift refpeftablc to grace, 
*' His Lordftiip's favorite horje may fhew his feet, 

** And earn, as chorus finger, all his oats." 

There too, that clofe attendant on the King, 
Sir Charles,! the aftive, elegant, and fupple, 

Join'd with the happy Beings of the ring. 
And bow'd and fcrap'd before the fceptred couple j 

Pour'd 

• His Lordfliip made fomc fad appointments to his Majefty's 
band^ignoranty nnmuflcal rogues, who receive the falary, and 
thrum by proxy: however he hath behaved better lately^ and 
made atonement, by giving Shield, Dancb, Blake, Parke^ 
and Hack WOOD, to the band, 

f Sir Charles Thompfon. 

f 
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Pour'dliigh encomium oh the birth-day c&ii 
And won the metd of many a royal grin. 

Sir Charles ! the moft polite, devoted nian^ 
Formed perfe6Uy upon the Courtier plan. 
Watches each motion of the royal lips. 
And round His Majefty fo lively (kips : 

Keen as a hawk, obfcrves his Sovereign's cy^ 
Explores its wants, and dwells upon its ftare» 

As if he really was to live or die 
According to th' appearance of the glare : 

Hops, dances, of true courtUne^ the type, 

Juft like a pea on a tobacco-pipe. 

Oft will his facred M y look down. 

With afpeft confcious of a glorious Crown ; 
Look down with furfy grandeur on the Knight^ 
As if fuch fervile homage was his right % 
And, by a Jiare^ inform the fearful diing. 
The (KflPrcnce 'twixt a fubjeft and a King. 

Thus when a little fearful puppy meets 
A noble Newfoundland dog in the ftreets^ 

5 He 



He creeps, and ^mes, and licks the loftjr bnitcj 
Curls round hino, falls upon his back, and then 
Springs up and gambols — frifks it back agen. 

And crawls in dread fobmiffion to his 4bot; 
Looks up, and hugs his neck, and feente t'intwat him. 
With cv'ry mark of terror, not to eat him. 

The Newfoundland dog, conlcious of his might. 
Cocks high his tail avid ears, his date to ihow; 

Then lifts his leg (a little unpolite) 

And almoft drowns die fupplicant below; 

Then feems, in full^-blown majefty, to (ay, 

" Great is my power— but, k) ! TU not abufe it; 

" Fm CiCSAR 1 paltry creature, go thy wayj 
^ But mind, I can devour dice, if I chufc it«'* 

Sir Charlis at theatres oft ihows his mien. 
Skips from his Majefty behind the fcene. 

To make a famous aftrefs bleft, by faying. 
How pleased die Monarch is — ^how oft he clapp'd. 
How oft die Queen her fen fo gracious taj^*d. 

In approbation of her charming playmg ! 

Then 
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Th n will the Knightj with motions all fo quicks 
Rufh back again, o'eijoy'd, through thb and thick. 

And to their Sacred Majefties repair. 
Loaded with curtfies, fpeeches, thanks, fine things ! 
Froiud as fome old dame's nag with queens and kings 

Of gingerbread, to grace a country feir. 

Then will Sir Charles race back, with bold career, 
With fomething new^ the Royal mouths Ihall utter. 

Sweet to the Aftrefs's aftonilh'd ear. 
As fugar-plumbs to brats — or bread and butter; 

Then back to Majefty Sir Charles will fly 

With the great Aftrefs's Jublime reply ; 

As for example — •' Dear Sir Charles, dear friend, 

** Pray thank their Majefties' extreme good nature, 
" Who in their goodnefTes can condefcend 

*' To hohour thus their poor devoted creature: 
*^ Whofe patronage gives glory to a name; 
" Whofe fmiles alpne confer immortal feme. — 
" J beg. Sir Charles, you'll fay the bumbleft things— 
•' Co^imend me to the befl of ^eem and Kings*' 

Back with the mcfTages Sir Charles will run. 
And with them charm of Majefly the Sun, 

And 
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And bid him, like his brother in die ikies, 
Dart finilmg radiance from his mouth and eyes ! 
Thrice happy Knight ! all parries form'd to pleafel 
Bled porter of iuch nieflages as thefe ! 

Thu^ midft the batde's rage, like lightning, fcours 
An Aide-de-camp, his General's orders carryings 

Bravely he gallops through the bullet fhow'rs. 
But fcarce a fingle minute tarrying ; 

Then to the General back with anfwer comes, 

'Midft the deep thunder of great guns and drums; 

Now forth agdn with more conimand hp fallies. 
Then back, then forth again behold him hurry; 

To this which runs away, to that which rallies, 
AH buftle, uproar wild, and hurry fcurry ! 

Yet was there cne who much the day decry'd — 
Old Lady Mary Duncan (fays report). 

^' What, no dear, dear Caftrato here !"' fh'e figh'dj 
*' Why then, p-x take the roarings and the Court; 

^* Then Lord have mercy on my tortur'd ears, 

*^ And ihield me from the fliouts of fuch He Bears. 

" Are 
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•* Arc fuch tihc pretty notes to plcafe? 

** Then majr I ne^er more hear founds like thde! 

*^ Bi days of yore they might ha^e had tbdr merit» 
*< Amongft the rams^ioms to hare bocne a hcb, 
•' That did at Jericho the wond*rous job — 

^ KnockM down i£e wall^th fo much ^rit. 

•• The founds may anfwer to jday tricks 
'^ Amongft a pack of drunken aflb ; 

^ To break> as if it were with (ticks, 
** The bones of botdes and poor g^afles^ 

" Where, where is Pacchierotri's beart-feli fitMni 

" Where Rubinelli's /«/?/«»/» note? 
" That tickled oft my fighing foul to pain ? 

•* That bade my fenies in Elyfium float ? 
•• Avaunt! you vile black-bearded rogues — ^avauntl 
" Tis finoother chins, and fwceter tones, Iwmt^^ 

My Lord of Exbter was alfo there. 

Who, marv'iing, cock'd his time-difceroing ear 

To ftrains diat did fuch honour to a Throne : 
There Uxbridge taught the audience how to Miik^ 
With much fignificant and knowing wink. 

And fpeeches clad in Wifdom's critic tone; 

Who 
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Who iook'd muficians ibrcugk with half-fhut eyes ; 
Mq& iblemn^ molt cbramaficalfy wife I 

Sav DWicHy the glory of each jovial meeting, 
This fiddler now-— now ibatj fo kindly greeting. 

Appeared, and (hrewdly pour'd his bats and bums: 
Great in tattoo, nay Lord, and crofs-hand roll $ 
Great in the dead->marcfa ftroke fublimc of Saul, 

He beats Old Afsbridge* on the ketde-drums. 

What pity, to our military hoft 

That fuch a charming drummer fhould be loft ! 

And feel through life his glories overcaft 
At that dull Board t, where, never could he learn. 
Of (hips, the diffrencc between ^em and flemy 

Hen-coc^$ and boats, the rudder and the maft. 

Say — ^*midft the tuneful tribe was Edmund Burke ? 
No ! MuN was cutting out for Hastings, work ; 

Writing to Coufin Will X and Co, to league 'em 
Ags^nft that rogue, who like a ruffian rofe. 
And tweaked a buli^ of jewels from the nofe 

Of Dames in India, chriften'd Munny Begum. 

Vol. I. D d Edmvnd ! 

• A kettle-drummer of great celebrity, 
t The Admiralty. J In India. 
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EoMiTKp ! who formerly look'd fierce as Grimbald 
On that mod horrid imp» Sir. Thomas Rumbold 

Vow'd, like a fticcp, to flay that Eaftcm riiicf ] 
Till ftrange gecJ fmrtum open'd Edmctno's eyes 
Oh ! then he heard of Innocence die cries. 

And, like Jew converts, damn*d his old belief. 
Yet, \tx.Jome praife for Mun's converfionjpals 
To that great wonder-worker, Swit Dundas. 

Edmund ! who battled hard for Powbll's life. 
And fwore no man, in virtue, e'er went fiirthcr: 

To prove which oath, this Poweli, took a knife. 
And made the world believe it, by felf-murtber. 

Reader, fuppofe I give thee a fmall Ode, 
Made when vile Trppoo Sa|b in triumph rode. 
And play'd the devil on our Indian Borders, 
In perfon, or by vile Satanic orders : 

]When Edmund Burke, fo famous for fine (peechcs. 

From trope to tropey a downright rabbit, fkipping, 
Meant, fchool-boy like, to takfc down Hastings' 

breecbesy 
.And give the noble Governor a whipping,? 
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If rightly, Reader^ I tranflatc thy phiz. 
Thou fmirft confent— I thank thee — ^Hcrc it is. 



But mark my cleanlinds ere I begin: 

Know, IVc not caught the itch of party fin j 

To Pitt, or Fox, I never did belong; 

Truth, Truth I fcek — & help me God of Song ! 

PVhaps to a Heathen oath thou may'ft demur: 
Well then — Suipicion that I mayn't incur. 

But, like a Cbriftiany fwear I do not Jham-^ 
By all the angels of yon lofty fky. 
Where burning feraphims and cherubs cry, 

Fm of^iK) party— curfc me if I ami 

By air thofe wonder-monger faints and martyrs. 
Cut ibr the love of God in halves and quarters \ 

By each black foul in purgatory fiyingj 
By all thofe whiter fouls, though we can't fee *em, 
Sing'ing their Ave-Marj and TV 'Deum 

Oh yon bright cloud — I fwear I am not lying. 

No ! free as air the Mule fliall ipread hef wing. 
Of v)h9m^ and when^ and nohat ihe plcafes, fingi 

Dd 2 Though 
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Though Privy-Councils/ jcrious of bcr note, 
Prcfcrib'd, of bee, a hakcr for her throat. 

Let Folly fpring^^ft^fcigki &)cOn> kite. 
Hawk — fatltc— what you will— fliaH warkhcr^ghtj 
Through huts or paUoes {'«i$ juft t^ &mc)^ 
Wrtheq^iali^j p\4rtje4»cpttH<ti»g»5SWI^ .:, 
And lay (by princes, or by peafants, bred) 
Low at the Owtf En's f<r(^, tk% Cuckooj dm^^ 



ODE TO EDMUND. 

MUCH edified am I % Etmirto BuRict ! 

WeH pleas'd I -fee hik mill-like motich at woik. 
Grinding away fcr poor Old En^ahd's good: 

He gives of elocution fuch a &aft ! 

He tells of fuch dread doings in the Eaft ! 
And fighs, as t'were, for his own fleih and Uood. 

Shroffs Chouty Lad, Onuray Dufucij Nahb^ Bundtr, 
Crore^ Cboultfy^ Begum, leave his Ups in thunder. 

• This is a piece of fccrct hiftory. 



With matdilfifs paibesy Mun defcribes the gag 
En^y'd by that damned fon of Hitder Naigj 

Nam'd Tippoo — Gags ! that Britifli motiths dcteft ! 
Occafion'd partly by ^t man fb fadj 
That Hastikos \^^cik 1 deferviilg all thgtt's bad— 

That villain, murd'rer, tyrant, dog, wild beaft ! 

Poor Edmuvd fees poor Britain's fetting fun; 
Poor Edmund groans — and Britain is undone! 

Reader ! thou haft, I do prefunic, 

(God knows though) been in a fnug rooni. 
By coals or wood made comfortably warm ; 

And often fancy'd that a ftorm without 

Hath made a diabolic rout — 
Sunk (hips — tore trees up— <ionc a world of harnn. 

Yes ! thou haft lifted up thy tearful eyes. 

Fancying thou heardft of mariners the cries j 

And figh'd, " How wretched now muft thoufands be !' 

" Oh ! how I pity the poor fouls at fea !" 

When, lo ! this dreadful tempeft, and his roar, 

A zepbyr-^Xi the key-hole of the doCr ! 

Dd 3 Now 
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Now, may not Edmtjnd^s howUngs be a figh 

PrelBng through Edmund's lungs for loaves ind 
fifhes, ' ^ \ 

On which he long hath look'd with knging eye, 
To fiH poor Edmund's hot o'eir-burdcn'd difhe^ ? 

Give MuN a fop — forgot will be complaint; 
Britain be fafe, and Hastings prove a Sdint. 



NOW for the Drawing-room — O Mule, fo madding. 
Delighted in digreflion to be gadding. 

Hampden and Fortcfcue (brave names !) attended—^ 
The laft in Catches wonderfully mended. 
The lovely Lady Clarges too was there. 

To all the graces as to mufic bom; 
Whofe notes fo fweetly melting foothe the car! 

Soft as the robin's to the blufti of mom ! 

r 

There too the rare Viol-di-Gamba Pratt, 

Whofe fingers fair the firings fo nicely pat. 

And bow that brings out founds unknown at Babel—* 

Though not fo fwcet a^ thofe of Mifter Abel, 

Dear 
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Dear Maid ! the daughter of that Prince of Pratts; 
Who imific cons as well as law; and ^ears 
The girl (hall /cruh no fours but Handel's airs. 

To whom he thinks our great compofers, cats: 

Id eft, Sacfchini, Haydn^ Bach, and Gluck, 
- And twenty more, who never had die luck 

To pleaie the nicer ears oijome crowned folk j 
Ears diat, like odier people's though thcy^grow, 
Ppor creatures ! really want the fenfe to know 

Pfalm tunes fo mournful from the old Black Joke. 

That mufty mufic-hunter too— -Wfj/". 2). 
Much-travcrd Bumey, came to hear and fee; 
Hb, in Kis tour, who found fuch great proteftors— 
Kings, Queens, Dukes, Margraves, Margravines, 

Eleftors, 
Who afk'd the Doftor many a gracious quefKon, 

And treated him widi marvflous holpitality ; 
Guelling he had as dever a digcftion 

For meat and drink, as mufic of rare quality. 

Not with much ^ee the Doftor heard the Ode, 
But tum'd his difappointed eyes to God ; 
r D d 4 And 
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And Wifli*d it his own fctting, with a flgh ; 
For, ere to Sarfbury's houfe the Doftor came. 
To get> as Ode-settbr, enrolled his name, 

Behdd ! behold the wtdding was gout by. 

Ah ! how unlucky that the pri^e was loO: 1 

Farfons^ who5 daring, da(h*d throu^ thick and thin~ 
Ecli^fe the ftcond !-»-got like lightning in^ 

When Bumey juft had reached the iifimtfnjtk 

Yet, gentle Mufc, let candour this {tllow. 
That, though his heart was mortified enow. 
The Doftor did his rival's art admire, 
And own'd his maiden crotchets foil of fire ; 
Crotchets ! though fwcet, alas ! condemned to lie. 
Like Royal virtues^ hid From nK>rtal eye ! 

Crotchets that fongfol Mifter Parfohs ties 

To Tom*s big phfafe, to make foWimcr cries ; 

Thrice happy union to entrance the foul ! 
How like the notes of cats, a vocal pair. 
By boys (to catch their wild and mingled air) 

Ty'd tail to tail, and thrown acrofs a pole ! 



But 
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But where was great Sir Watkyn all this time ? 
Why heard he not the air add loftjr ihyme i 

The flcek Wd(h fidty, Who ttiullc khows 1 
The AMXAKDm of the TotVam* troc^ft^ 
Who^ tutor'd by his ftstmpiiigs> tiodsi gfunts^ ivhoops^ 

Do wondVous execution vrtAi their bows f 

Sir Watkyn, deep In difmal dudgeon gone. 

Far in his Cambrian villa f fet alone ; 

To Miftrcfs Wainn^amJ he fcrubb'd his bafe, 

Whilft anger fwcU'd the volume of his face. 

Flaming, like funs of London in a fog ; 
Of Miftrefs Walfingham he fung with ires 
His eyes as red as ferret's eyes, with fire j 

His mighty foul for vengeance all agog. 

Achilles thus, aflFronted to the beard. 
His fledgc-likc fift o'er Agamemnon rcar'd. 

And 

• Sir Watkyn is a Member of the Ancient Mafic Concert in 
Tottenham-Street, ahd much attended to> both for his an and 
fcience. * 

f Wynneflay. 

t The quarrel between the Knight and the Lady wa$ a won- 
derful onC'^Tafttitne animis cceltfiihus ira ? 
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And down his throat would fain hkwords have ramm'd -, ' 
Who, after oaths (a pretty decent volky>} 
Aifd raung the loi^ Monarch for his foUy^ 

Infbrm'd tl)e King of. Men he ought be dnnnM; 
Then to his tent majefHc ftrode, to ftrum. 
And fcrq£ his ai^er out on twcedle-dum. 

Yet Miftrefc Walfingham the Ode attended ; 
From 'Squire Apollo lineally dcfcended — 
A dame who.dances> paints, and plays, and fings; 
The Saint Cecilia — Queen of wind and fhings ! 
Though fcarcdy bi^pr than a cat — a dame, 
'Mldil the Bas Bleus^ a giant as to fame. 

When fiddle, hautboy, clarinet, bafibon. 

On Sunday (dccm'd by us good Chriftians, edd) 
Unite their clang, and pour their merry tunc 

In jiggifh gratitude to God ; 
Lo ! if a witlels Member Ihould dcfirc, 

Inftead of Handel, ftrains perchance of Haydn, 
A fierce Semiramis flie flames with fire— 

This Amazonian, crotchet- loving maiden ! 
She looks at him with fuch a pair of eyes ! 

Reader, by way of /«>//(?-digrcffion. 
Which to my fubjeft happily applies — 

Didft ever fee Grimalkin in a paflion, 

Liftii^ 
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Lifting her biK:lc> and €ars, and tdil> and hair i 
Giving her two exprcffive goggkrs^ 
(Not in the fwcct and tender ftyle of oglers) 

A fierce, hroad, wild, fix'd, furious, threatening fta«? 

If fo — thou m^y'ft fome faint Idea have 
Of this great Lady at her tuneful club — 

Who very Toften hath been heard to rave. 

And with much eloquence the Members (hub. 

Some people by their fouls will fwear, 
That if Muficians mifs but half a bar, 

Juft like an IriQiman fhe ftarts to bother ; 
And, io the violence of quaver madnels. 
Where nought (hould reign but harmony and gladncls. 

She knocks one tuneful head againft another; 
Then fcreams in fuch chromatic tones 
Upon Apollo's poor affrighted fons, 
Whofc trembling tongues, when hers begins to found. 
Are, in the dire vociferation, drown'd 1 

Thus ii^en dd Oxford's bell, bapriz'd Great Tm^ 
Shakes all the city with his iron tongue. 

The 
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The little tinklers might as well be dumb 

As afk attention to their puny fong^ 
So mu^h the OHiputians are overcome 

By the deep thunder of the Mighty Tom. 

Handel^ as fam'd for manners as a pig, 
Enrag'd, upon a rime pull'd off his wig. 
And flung it plump in poor Cuzzoni's face, 
Becaufe the little Syren mifs'd z grace: 
Muficians, therefore, Ihould beware j 

Or in the fecc of fome unlucky chap. 
Although fhe cannot fling a load of hair. 

She probably may dart her cap. 

Oft when a youth to fome fweet blufhing maid 

Hath flily whifper'd amatory things. 
And, more by paffion than by mufic Iway'd, 

Broke on the tuneful dialogue of fl:rings ; 
Rous'd like a tigrefs from a fav'rite feaft. 

Up hath the valiant Gentlewoman fprung. 

With lightning look, and thundVing tongue. 
Ready with out-ftretch'd neck to eat die beafl: 

That boWly dar 'd^-*fo blafphemoufly ralh— 
Mix with the air dirine his kxre-lick trafh. 

Reader, 



Reader, attend her — flic will fo enrich ye 

With mufic knowledge* of every kind. 
From that poor nochihg-mongerj oki Qgilid> 

To Handel's lofty And capacious mind^ 
Rvm wild dmfions on the various merit 
Of ibis and thai compofer's fpirit^— 

On Glucic's fuhlinuties be all lb chatty; 
Talk of the ferh-comic of Ptcdni> 
Compare the elegance of fweet Sacchini, 

And iron melodies of old ScarUtti ! 

Btit not one word on BritUh worth, I woen T 
Their very mention gives the Dame the ^een : 

'Twere e'en diigrace to t<M dieir mawkiih hames : 
Mere cart-horfes— poor uninventive fools. 
Who neither nuafic make, nor know its rules ; 

Whofe woiks fcould only come to light in flames. 

To depths of mufic doth this Dame pretend. 
Nought can her fcience well tranfcend,-— 

If you die Lady's own opinion afk ; 
And when flie talks of mufical enditers. 
She fhorm a va/i acquaintance with all writers. 

And takes them critically all to talk. 

4 t>ear 
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Dear Gentlewoman ! who, fo great, fo diafte. 
So foreign in her twiedU-dummifi tafte, 
Famts ate the name of that enchanting fellow, 
^ The melting Amor§fOj Paifiello f 

With notes on Tarchi, Sarti, will overwhelm jti 
Giordani, fweeterthan the Hybla honey; 
Anfofli, Cimerofa, Bach, Bertoni, 

Rauzzini, Abel, Pleyel, Guglielmi! 
Can tell you, . that th' Italian ifchool is airy, 
Expreflive, elegant, light as a fairy 5 
The German, heavy, deep, fcholaftic ; 

The.Frcnch, moft mifefably whining, moaning. 
Oft like poor devils m the colic groaning, 
Noify and fcreaming, hideou3> Hudibr^iitic» 

The female vifitors around her gaze,, 

With wond'ring eyes, and mouths of wide am^EC, . 

To hear her pompoully demand the key 

Of ev'ry piece muficians play ; 

Aftonifh'd fee thia Petticoat- Apollo, 

With damping foot, and beckoning hands 

And head, dme-jiodding, iffue high commainds, '^ 

Beating the Tot'n'am-road Dircftor* holk)W« . 

- - Ta— 

-,',.; • Joah S^tCj Efqulrc, 
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Tcs— they behold, ama^M, this tuneful vrhakp^ 
And catch each crotchet of her rich diIboarJie» 
UttcrM with claffic elegance and force. 

On Diaionic and Chromatic fcale : 
Then ftaie to fee the Lady wifely pore 
On fcientiiic zig-zag fcorc^ 

Reader, at this great Lady's Sunday meeting, 
•Midft tuning inftruments, each other greeting. 

Screaming ias if they had not met for years. 
So joyous, and fo great their clatter l-r-fay, 
Didft ever fee this Lady ftrikii^ A 

Upon her harpfichord, with bending ears ? . 
With open mouth, and ftarc profound, . . 

Attention nail'd, ^nd head awry. 

Watching each atom of the tuneful cry. 
Till Alamire unifon goes round ? 

Didft ever fee her hands outftretch'd like wmgs. 
Towards the Band, though led by Cjeiamer^ 

Wide fwimming (or pianos on the ftrings — 

Now fudden rais'd, like Mifter Chriftie's hammer^ 

To'bid the forte ^ roar in fudden thunder, 

And fill the gaping multitude with wonder ? 

Thou 

• Motions eflabliihed by the Cognofcentl for ({lowing the li^1|t 
and ih^de of mufic. 
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Thou ncycr didft ?-r<hpn, friend, wkhouta hum, 
I envy jhcc Jt bappinefe to come ! 

" He moulds his harp," quoth Tom, " to manners 

mildi"^ 
To Kings, for babe-like manners Jtmple ftyl'd. 

And graced with virtues that would fill a tun ; 
To him the Poet humbly makes a leg, 
Who, goofe-like, brooding o*er the favrite egg; 

Of Genius, gives the Phoenix to the fun* 

To hirn^ who for fuch eggs is always watching. 

And never more delighted than when hatching ; 

\V^hich makes the number offered to the fun. 
So vaft ! — why, verily as thick as peas. 
That people may colleft, with equal eafc, 

A tboufand noble inftances, as one^ 

What numbers. Wisdom to his care hath giv*n ! 

All hatch'd — ^fome living— others gone to Hcav'n: 
Thus in the pinnick's ♦ neft the cuckoo lays, 

Then, eafy as a Frenchman, takes her flight: 
Due homage to the eggs the pinnick pays. 

And brings the little lubbers into light. 

^ The 

• A bird fo called in fome countries, that attends the wilt 
%ird, and feeds him. 



ODE UPON ODB. 417 

The modern poet fingSi quodi Tom again. 
Of M— chs^ who, with economic fury. 

Force all the tuncfiil, world to Tot'n'am-lane, 
And lock up all the doors of harmleis Drury.^ 

Say, why this curfe on Drury's harmlcii door. 
That thus, in anger, M y fhould lock it ? 

Mufe, are the Tot'n'am-flxect fubfcribcrs poor ? 
WillDrurykeepfomepencefiomTotVam'spocket? 

Doth threatening bankruptcy extend a gloom 

0*er the proud walls of Tot'n'am's rcgi^ room ? 

Perchance 'tis Mara's fong that gives offence! 

Hinc ilU lacryma /—I fear : 
The fong that once could charm the R — ^1 fenfe, 

Delights, alas 1 ifo more die Royal ear. 
Gods I can a guinea darken ev'ry note, 
And make the nightingale's a raven's throat ? 

Vol. I. E e But 

• The Oratorios were to have been performed at Dniry-lane« 
this year^ under tlie condud of Mr. Linlby and Dr. Arnold. 
—The Mara was to have exhibited her vocalstia* This would 
have been a death-ftroke to the pigmy perform%iice in Totten- 
ham-court Road. How fhould the pigmy be faved ? By killing 
the gimmt : and lo t his death-warrant hath been figned.— By 
what power of the conftitution ? None ! — Can the Graiui Mom 
BOTfta do more ? ^cguiJ ddirant Rigis, fh^wttur AcbivL 
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But let mc give his M y a hlntf 

Frefti from my brain's prolific mint: 
Suppofe wc amateurs fhoulJ, in^ fury, 

Juft take it in our John-Bull heads to fey 

(And lo ! 'tis very probable we may) 
a Yf^ eeiV/ have Oratorios at Drury ?*' 

How muft he look ? Blank— wondcrfiilly blank; 
And think fiich fpeech an infult on his rank : 
What could he do ? — oppofe with ire fo hot ? 
I think his M ^y had better not!* 

Pity a King (hould widi his fubjefts fquabblc 

About an Oratorio or a Play : 
It putsWm dn a footing with the rabble? 

And that is moft ankingfyj let me fay* 

Suppofe he comes off conqueror !— alas ! 
, For fuch a victory he ought to Jigb. 
But, Lord ! fuppofe it fo Ihould come to pals. 
That Majefty comes off with a black eye ? 

Whether 

• Iluieed Ms f/l y hath prudently laten the hint.— 

Drury, in fpite of the Royal frown, hath had her Oratorios 
performed, to the no fmall mortification of foor dcfcrtcd Tor- 

TENRAU. 
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Whether he lofe or wb the day. 

The world will chriften it zpaUry /ray* 

Kings ihould be never in the wrfrng^-^ 
They never are^ fome wifeacrcs declare. 

Poh ! fuch a fpeech may do for birth-day longs 
But makes us philofophid people fiarel 

I know, a certain owner, of a C— — n. 
Not quite a hundred miles from Windfor fiown> 
Who harbour'd of his neighbour horrid notions—* 

Ee a A widow 

• Yet let us give aA inftdnce of wrong proceedings.— A cer- 
tain K— and Q ■ . ■> inftead of having ^onterts at their 
palacei in the ftyle of other Princes, fuch as the King of France, 
the Emperor, the Emprefs of Ruffia, &c . have entered into a 
private fubfcription for a concert in a pitiful flreet. They pay 
their fix guineas a-piecc ; and, what is more extraordinary, get 
in their children, as we are told, gratis ! What is ftill more ex* 
traordinary, they have entered into a bond for borrowing two 
thottfand ponnds for patting the honfe into a decent repair ; fit 
for .the reception of the K— of the firft empire upon earth. 
Of whom has this money been borrowed ? — Marvelling reader ! 
ef the poor mnficians* fund! which money might have been 
placed out to a much fuperior advantage. Let me add, that the 
fnbfcribers order a formal rehearfal previous to every concert ; 
fo that, in fafl, they get a double concert for th^r money ; — 
undoubtedly to the vad fatisfadion of the fingers of the happy 
Ckambr, Borghi, Shield, Cbrvbtto, &c. who, in thu 
inftance, earn their money not very unlike the patient and labo- 
rious animal called a drtyborjt^ 
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A widow gentlewoman, who, he feid, 
Popp'd from her window cv'iy day her head 
Impertinent, to watch his Royal morions. 

^* What? what?'* quoth M y, '^'H teach her 

" To take my motions by furprife : [eyes 

•* One cannot brcakfaft, dine, drink tea, nor fup, 
" But, whip ! the woman's head at once is out, 
*' To fee and hear what we are all about : 

" ril cure her of that trick— and blbck her up/* 

Mad as his military Grace * 
For fortifying ev'ry place, 
From dockyards to a necefiary houie. 

The M ch dreamt of nothing but the wall. 
The faucy fpy in petricoats to nuul. 
And make her eagle pride crawl like his louie. 

Now workmen came, with fomiidable flones. 
To block up the poor widow Jones, 
Who mark'd this dread blockade, and, with a frowiv 
And to the caufe of freedom true. 
One of the old hen's chicks fo blue, 

Faft as the K built up^ the dame pull'd divm^ 

*Ttos 
• Duke of Richmofi(U 
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*Twas U|>— 'tWBS down^ 'twas up again — 'twas down — 
Much did die country with the batde nng> 
Between the valiant Widow and the K— , 

That admiradon rais'd in Windfor town : 
The mighty batd'ing Brougbtons, and the Slacks^ 
Ne'er knew ax)re money becced on their backs. 

Sing» heav'nly Mule> how ended this afiray: 
Juft as it happens^ fidth, nine times in ten^ 
When dames {o fpirited engage with men ; 

That is — ^th* heroic Widow won the day : 

The K— — could not the woman maul; 

But found himfelf moft fhamefully defeated; 

Then, very wifely, he retreated. 
And, very prudently, gave up the wail. 

Now fing, O Mufe, the warlike ammunition 

Us'd by the Dame in her beficg'd condition. 
That on the hoft of vile invaders flew; 

Say, did no God npr Goddcfs cry out. Shame ! 

And nobly haftcn to relieve the Dame 
From fuch a refolutc and hoftile crew ? 

Ee3 Yes— 
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Yes— Neptune, like her guardian angel, kind, 
Join'd die poor Widow Jones, and ran up flairs i 
Then fiercely caught up certain earthen wares^ 

And, pleas'd his fav'rite element to find. 
Bid, on their heads, the briny torrents flow. 
And wafh'd, like fhags, the combatants below« 

The goddeis Cloacina too, fo hearty, 
Rufti'd to the Widow's houfe,. and join'd the party : 
But fay, what ammunition fiil'd her hand, ' 
Fame for the Widow to acquire, • 
To bid the enemy retire. 
And give to public fcorn the daring band ? 

What that ftrong ammunition was, the Bard 
Heard as a fccret — therefore muft not tell j 

Nor would he for a thoufand pounds reward. 
To beaux reveal it, or the fweeteft belle, 

Yet Nature poflibly hath made a ihout, 

Bleft with fagacity to Jmell it out. 

Reader, don^t ftand fo, ftaring like a calf; 
Thy gaping attitude provokes my laugh ; 
Thou think'ft that Monarchs never can ad ill ; 
Get thy head fliav'd, poor fool ! or think fo ftill* 

Whedicr 
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"Whether thou dccm'ft my ftory falfe or triic, 

I value not a rufii. 
Wilt have another ? — " No." — Nay, prithee do,— 
*^ I won't." — ^Thou Ihalt, by Heavens! fo- prithee 
hufh! 

But ere I give the tale, my tuneful bride. 
My Lady Mufe, (hall talk of Kings and Pride. 

Some Kings on thrones are children on the lap ; 

Children, that all of us fee ev'ry day -, 
Brats that kick, fqu^U, and quarrel with their pap, 

Tearing, and fwearing they will have their way : 
And what, too, their great reputation rifles. 
Kings quarrel, juft like children, about /rifies. 

Moreover — 'tis a terrible affair 

For kingly worfhip to be kick'd by fellows 
Who probably feed half their time on air, 

Mending old kettles or old bellows. 

My Lady Pride's a very lofty beikg. 
Much pleas'd with people's fcraping, bowing, knee- 
Fruitful in egotifins, and full of brags ; [ing, 

E e 4 Her 
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Her Ladyihip in nought can brook dmutls 
And, as for infult, *tis a killing Qial^ 
And more cippcially frorn HH^n of xf^f 

For PridBj fuch is her ftatelinefsj alas ( 
Rather than feel the kickings of an a/s^ 
Would calmly put up with a leg of b$r/ei 
Though pelting her with fifty tinges the force; 
Nay, though her brains came out upon the ground^ 
Were brains within her headrpiccc to be found. 



A KING AND A brici?:maker,* 

A TALE. 

A KINGj near Pimlicoj with nofp and ftatt| 

Did visry much a nei^bouring brick-kiln hate, 
Becaufe the kiln did vomit nafty fmoke; 

Which finokc — I can-t fay very nicely bred—* 

Did very often take it in its head 
To blacken die Great Houfej and t|y the IJk— to choak. 

His 

• A Mr. Scott. 
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His iacred Majcfty would, fputt'iing, fay. 
Upon a windy day, 

^^ I'll make thie rafcal and his brick-kiln hop— - 
^* P-x take the finokc — the fulphur I — zounds I— 
** It forces down my throat by pounds j 

** My bdly is a downright blackfmith^s fhop.^ 

One day, he was fo peftcr'd by a cloud- 
He could not bear it, and thus bawFd aloud : 

" Go," roar'd his M y unto a Page, 

Work'd, like a lion, to a dcv'lifh rage, ' 

** Go, tell the rafcal who the brick-kiln owns, 
** That if he dares to bum another brick, 
^^ Black all my houfe like hell, and make me fick, 

J*ll tear his kiln to rags, and break his bones/' 

Off Billy Ramus fct, his errand told : 
On which the Brickmaker, a little bold, 

Exclaim'd, " He break my bones, good Mafter Page, 
^* He fay my kiln flian't burn another brick, 
^^ Becauie it blacks his houfe, and makes him fick ! 

^* Billy, go, give my love to Mailer's rage, 
^* And iay, more bricks I am refolv'd to burn; 
^* And if the fmoke hb Worlhip's ftomach turn, 

« Tell 
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^* TcU him to Hop his mouth and fnout: 

" Nay more, good Page; his M y fliall find 

^^ I'U always take th^ advantage of the wind^ 

** And, dam*me, try to fmokc him out^^ 

This was a (hameful meflage to a K— 

From a poor ragged rogue that dealt in muds 

Yet, though fo impudent a thing. 

The fellow's rhet'rick could not be withftood. 

Stiff as againft poor Haftings, Edmund Burke, 
This Brickmaker went tooth and nail to work. 

And form'd a true Vefuvius on the eye : 
The fmoke in pitchy volumes roll'd along, 

Rufli'd through the Royal dome with fulphur ftroqg, 

And, thick afcending, darkened all the fky. 

To give the fi-noke a naftier ftink. 
Indignant Reader, what doft think ? 

The fellow fcrap'd the filthieft fluff together. 
Old wigs, old hats, old woollen caps, old rugs. 
Replete with many a colony of bugs. 

Old fhoas, old boots, and all the tribe of leadier. 

Thus 
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Thus did the cloud of ftink and darknefi Ihade 
The building for the Lord*s Anointed nude. 

And blacken it like palls that grace a burying: 
Thus was this man of mud and ftraw employ'd. 
And at the thought fo wicked, oveijoy'd. 

Of fmoking God's Vicegerent like a herring; 

Of fervlng him as we do parts of fwine. 

With turkey that to pleafc our tafte combine: 

But lo ! this daring baneful rogue of brick 

Fell, for his Sovereign fortunately, fick. 

And, ere the wretch could glut his fplecn and pride. 

By turning Monarchs into bacon— died. 



THE niodem bard (quoth Tom) fublimcly fings 
Of fharp and prudent economic Kings, 

Who rams, and ewes, and lambs, and bullocks feed, 
And pigs of every fort of breed : 



Of 
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Of Kings vho prtdc themfelvcs on fruitful {ow% & 
Who fell (kirn milk^ and keep a guard fb ftout 
To drive the gcefc, the thievifli rafcals, out. 

That cv'ry morning us'd to fuck the cows :• 

Of Kings who cabbages f and carrots plant 
For fuch as wholefome vegetables want; 

Who feed, too, poiiltry for the people's lake. 
Then fend it through the villages in carts. 
To cheer (how wond*rous kind !) the hungry hearts 

Of fuch as only pay for what diey take. 

The poet now, quoth Tom's rare lucubration, 
Singeth commercial treaties — commutation^ 

Taxes on paint, pomatum, milk of rofes, 
Olympian dew, gloves, fticking-plafter, hats. 
Quack med'cines for fick Chriftians, and found rats, 

And all that charm our eyes, or mouths, or nofes. 

The modem bard, fays Tom, fublimely fings 
Of virtuous, gracious, good, uxorious Kings, 

Who 

• Is it pollible for this ftory to be true ? We would rather give 
it as apocryphal. 

f Mr. Wharton Tays in his Ode, '' Who plant tht Civic Si^," 
but he afluredly meant cabbages and carrots :— the AGt proves it. 
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Who lave their Drives fo conftant from their heart; 
Who down at Windfor daily go a (hopping^ 
Their heads^ right royal, into houfea popping^ 

And doing wonders in the haggling art. 

And why, in God's name, fhould not Queens and King! 

Purchafea comb, or corkfcrew, lace for cloaks^ 
Edging for caps, or tape for apron-fhrings. 

Or pins, or bobbin, cheap as odier folks i 

Reader ! to make thine eyes with wonder i&re, 

I tell thee, farthings ckum the Royal care I 
Farthk^ are helpkfs children of a guinea: 

If not well watched, they travel to their ooftf 
For lo ! each coppcr-vifag'd little ninney 

Is very apt to ftray, and to be loft. 
Extravagance I never dar'd defend ; 
The greateft Kings fhould fave a candle end : 
Since 'tis an axiom fure, the more folks Jave^ 
The more, indifputably, they muft have. 
Crown'd heads, oi/aving Ihould appear examples j 
And Britain really boafts two fretty famples ! 

The modem poet fings, quoth Tom again. 
Of fwect cxcifcmen, an obliging train j 

4 Who, 
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yfho, like our guardian angels^ watch our houfes^ 
And add another civil obligation 
That addeth greatly to our reputation — 

Hugy in our abfences> our loving fpoufes. 

Reader! when tir'd^ I'm fond of taking breath: 
Now^ as thou doft admire the true fublime» 
And, coufcquently, my immortal rhyme, 

*Tis clear thou never canft defire my death. 

StoanSy in their fbngs, muil mufically diei . 
If that's the cafe then^ Rcadjcr, fo might L 
Let me, then, join thy wifties:— ftay my rapturcy 
And nurfc my lungs, to fing a fecond chapter. 



IN 
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IN CONTINUATION. 

^* VJrR ANT me an honeft fame, or grant me none," 
Says Pope, (I don't know where) a little liari 

Who, if he prais'd a man, 'twas in a tone 

That niadc his praife like bunches of fweetbriar. 

Which, while a pleafing fragrance it beftows. 

Pops out a pretty prickle on your nofe. 

Were ftme folks to exclaim, who fill a throne, 

^' Grant me an honeft fame, or grant me hone i" 
Such Princes were upon the forlorn hope : 

Soon, very foon, to reputation dead. 
Their idle Laureats, faith, might Ihut up fhop. 

And bid their lofty genius go to bed. 

Mufc, this is all well faid i but, not t* offend ye, 
I beg you will nQt cultivate digrcffion— 

Plead not the poet's quidlibei audendii 
For furely there are limits to th' expreflion: 

Then ceafe to wanton thus in epifode. 

And tell the world of Miftcr Warton's Ode. 

The 
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The modern poet, Laurcat Thomas, lays. 
To Botany's grand illand tunes his lays, 

Fix'd for the fwains and damfek of St. Giles, 
Whofe knowledge in the hocus-pocus art 
Bids them from Britain fomcwhat fudden ftart. 

To teach to fouthern climes their minifterial wiles: 

Improve the wifdom of the commonweal. 
And teach the fimple natives how to (leal : 
The picklock fciences, fo dark, explain} 
And to ingenious murder turn each bndn. 

Quoth Tom again — the modern poet lings 
Of Iweet, good-natur'd, inofFenfive Kings i 
Who, by a miracle, efcap'd with life— 
Elcap*d a damfel^s moft tremendous knife ; 
A knife that had been taught, by toil and ai*^ 
To pierce the bowels of a pye or tart» 

Thus, having giv*n a full dilplay 

Of what our Laureat fays, or meant to fay i 
ni beg of Thomas to inftruft my ears, 

Whyi in his vcrfes, he Ihould call 
The knights who grac'd the high-ai:ch*d Hall, 
Afctof bears?* 

Why 

• Fuli the word Savage^ in the Laureates Ode for the new year* 



Wkf the t)old fted*dadkoights of dder daya 

Are not entitled to alktle pnife» 
Who for God's caofe did palace^ houfc^ aixl iut Jdh 

As wdH ai Monarchs of the prefi:nt date^ 

Wfaofe dear religion^ of isdiich poets prate» 
Might lodge^ without much fqueezti^ inanvtfheE? 

<« What King hath fmall religion?'* thou replicft. 

« IfG the Th... thou meaneft— bard, thou licft/' 

Hold^ Thomas — not fi> furious: I know things 

That add not to the piety of 

rve feen a K. at chapel, I dedare, 

Tawn, gape^ laugh, in the imddle <^ a praj'r^*^ 

When inward Ms &d (^tics ought to roUj 
To view the dark condition of his fouli 
Catch up an opera-glals, with curious eye. 
Forgetting God, fome ftranger*s phiz to fpy. 
As though defirous to obferve, if Heav'n 
Had Chriftian features to the vilage giv'n; 
Then turn (for kind communication, keen) 
And tcU Ibme new-found wonders to the Queen* 

Thus have thefe ey^ behold a cock fo (lately, 
(Indeed thefe lyric eyes beheld one lately) 
Vol. L F f Lab'rinfe 
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Laboring upon a dunghill with each knuckle $ 
When, after many^ a peck, and fcratch^ and fcrub^ 
This hunter did unkennel a poor grub, 

On which the fellow did fo ftrut and chuckle ! 
He peck'd and fquihted — peck*d and kenn*d agcn, 
HaUoping luftily to Madam Hen i 
To whom, with airs of triumph, he look'd round. 
And told what noble treafure he had found* 

*^ Ah ! Peter, Peter," Laureat Thomas cries, 
*^ Thou haft no fqfir qC Kings before thy cyesj 
*^ Great — little — ^ with thee are equal jokes, 
" And nughty Monarchs merely common folks, , 
*' Ah ! wicked, wicked, wicked Peter, know — " 
Know what ?, ". That monarchs are not merely fi)9W ; 
*' Souls they poflcfs, and on agloriousfcale.'* 
To this I anfweir, Thomas, with a tale. 

A Duke of Bur^ndy^ (I know not which) 
Thus, on a certain time, addrefs'da poet:-^ 

^^ I'm much afraid of that fame fcribbling itch. 
'* You've wit — but pray be cautious how you {how It; 

" Say nothing in your rhyrhes about a King: 

" If praife, 'tis lies — if blame, a dangerous thing.'* 

That 
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That is, the Dufaj bcUcv*d the King, uncivil, * 
Might kick the faucy poet to the dc^. . ^ 

T.W, ' .. 

P£T£R, there's odds 'twixt ftaring and ftark madr-^ *. 

P. P. 
Who d^rcs deny it ?r^S6 there is, egad I 

Thouthink'ft no Prince oi common fenfe poflcft-r* 

P,P. ' 

Thomas, thou art niiftaken, I proteft. 
On Staniflaus the Mufe coukl pour her drain. 
Who, dying, funk a Sun upon Lorraine : 
Too like the parted Sun, widi ^ory crowp'd— 
He fiU'd with blufties deep th' horifon round. 
Frederick the Great, who died the other day. 
Had for himlclf, indeed, a deal to fay : 

We muft not touch upon that King's belief-^ 
Becaufe I fear he feldom faid his pray'rs ; • 

Nor dare we fay the Hero was no thief, 
Becaufe he plundered ev'ry body's wares, 

F f % I> 
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1*01 told the imptror is vaftly wife-*- 
And hope diat Madam Fame hath tdd no fics : 
Tet, in his difputadons ynth the Dutch, 
The Monarch's oratory was not much : 
Futt Many a trope fronl bayonet and drum 
He threatened— bu^ behold ! 'twas all a hum. 



Wife are our gracious Q^- ■ *s /kferk rektions» 
The pride and envy of the German nations ; 
People of &ihion> worffaip, wealthy and date— 
Lo! what demand fin* them> in hcay'n, of late! 

Lo ! with his knapfacki ev'n juft now departed. 
As fine a foldier, fiutfa, as ever fiarted— 
Whom Death did almoft ^ead n> lay his clams 
Old Captain what's his name ?-r-SaxehilberghauiSai:^ 
For whom (widi zeal, for folks of worfiAf^ burning) 
We once again are blacken'd up by mourrangs 
To (how by g^ove, cloth, ribband, crape, and &i, 
A peck of trouble fcrt: th' old gentleman* 

Ah me ! what dozens, dozens, dozens. 
Our Q^~- hath got of uncles, auntSj^ and coufins! 

Egad, 

^ Great Uncle tQ our moS gratioas Q^ He died in the Em- 
peror's fervice. 



£gad» if thwthi^ folks condmiedyuigy 
Each Briton^ doom'd todifinal bkck» 
Muft airways bear a hearfolike back^ 

Andj like Heraditusi be always n^M^t 

Grftf/ is tiie northern Emprefij Iconfefsl 

Muchj in her humourj like our good Queen Befi ; 

Who keeps her fidr court dames frond gctdng dixink :• 
And all lb temperate herfelf^ folks &/, 
She fcarceiy drinks a- dozen drams a day i 

J^Xid, in lifve matters, is a Queen d[Jpnnk. 

Yet like t not ftrch woman for a wife- 
Such heroines^ in a matrimonal ftrtfe. 

Might hammer from onc*s tender head bard notes : 
I own my delicacy is fo great, 
I cannot in diipute, with rapture^ meet 

Women whp loqk l;ke m? it in petdcoats; 

Ofr in a leam'd clifjpute upon a cap. 

By way of a^fwfr one might have a Jlap^-^ 

P'rhap^ 

• At an ASbmbly at Peterlborgh, fome years fince, which 
was honoured with the prefence of the Emprefs, one of the nitei 
IWs dwit no Wij fliQald ^om« 4rvik into the room* 



P*rhapsonafim|depftticoa|»or'g0wn^ — • /. 

Nay! poiri|^^i€HLMadam's being ](//jrV/: .1 

And really I would^nather be kflo?k-d down 

By weight of argument, thaa weight of pft, 

I like not dames whofe comrerfatton runs 

< 

On batdes, fiegcs, mortars, and great guns : 
The milder Beauties win my foftcn'd foul. 

Who look for falhions with dcfiring eyesi 
Plcas'd when on iet^s the.converfations roll, 

Cork rumps, and merry-thoughts, and. lovers' fighs. 

Love ! when I marry, give me not an ox-*-^ 
I hate a woman like a j(entry-box ; 
Nor can I deem that dame a charming creature 
Whofe hard face holds an oatb in ev'ry feature, 

In woman, angel fweetnefs let me fee: 

No galloping horfe-godmothers for me. 

I own I cannot brook fuch manly belles 

As Mademoifelle d'Eons, and Hannah Snells ; 

Yet men there are (how ftrange are Love*s decrees !) 

Whofe palates e'en Jack-Gentlewomen plcaft, 

How 
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> / .How difPrent, Cynthi^ from thy fohn fo fair. 
That triumphs in a love-infpiring air ; 

Superior beaming ey*n where thouiaads (hine-^ 
Thy form ! — ^whcre all the tender graces play. 
And, blufliing, feem in cv'ry fmile to fay, 

'* Behold we boaft an origin divine!" 

See too the Queen of France — z gem, I ween ! 

With rev'rence let me hail that charming Queen, 
Blifs to her King, and luftre to her race. 

Though Venus gave of beauty half her ftore. 

And all the Graces bid a world adore — 
Her fmalleft beauties are the charms of face^ 

T.W. 
Heav*ns ! why abroad for virtues muft you roam ? 

P.P. 
Becaufc 1 cannot find them, Tom, at home. 

I beg your pardon — ^yes — the Prince of Wales 
(Whofe aftions fmile contempt on Scandal's tales) 

Ranks in the Mufe's favour high. 
I wilh Jome folks, that I could name with eafe, T 
Bleft with bis head — bis heart — bis pow'rs to pleafe— 

Then Pity's foul would ceafe from many a figh ! 

The 



440 ODX VPON OM. 

The crouching courtiersj diat furround a dimoe. 
And learn to Q)eak and grin fit>m Mre alone^ 

Who watchj like xlandng dogs, thor mafier's nod— 
Aie ready nowj if horfewhipp'd from their fdaces. 
At Carlton Houfe to ihevr.iiidr fupple ftoes^ 

And call the Prince they^vilify^ a God« 

'^\ 
T. W. 

TIunk*ft diou not Cas&r doth the arts poflefi? 



P.P» ]^* 

Arts in abundance!— Yes, Tom— yes, Tom— yes! 



T.w. 
Think*ft thou not Casfar would each joy forego. 
To aiake his children happy f 

P.P. 

Jfo, Tom— no. 

T.W. 
What ! not one bag, to blcfi a child, beftow ?-«- 

P.P. 

Heav'n help thy folly !— no, Tom — ^no, Tom — no ! 

The fordid fouls that Avaf ice enflaves. 

Would gladly grafp their gumeas in their graves : 

Ukc 
S 
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Like that old Greek— a mifcrablc cur. 
Who made himfelf his own executor# 

A cat is with her kittens much delighted ; 

She licks fo lovingly dieir mouths and chins : 
At ev'ry danger, lord ! how puis is fritted I 

She curls her back, and fwcUs her tail, and grins, 
Rolls her wild eyes, and claws the backs of curs 
Who fmcll too curious to her children's fiirs. 

This happens whilft her cats are young indeed ; 

But when grown up, alas ! how chang'd their luck ! 
No more ihe plays at bo-peep with her breed, 

Ues down, and, mewing, bids them come and fuck : 

No more fhe fports and pats them, frifks and purs ^ 
Plays with their twinkling tails, and licks their furs : 
But when they beg her bleffing and embraces. 
Spits, like a dirty vixen, in their feces. 

Nay, after making the poor lambkins fly. 
She watches the dear babes with fquinting eye; 
And if (he Ipies them with a bit of meat. 
Springs on their property, and ftcals their treat. 

Vol. !• G g No 
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" Who oft hath rode on Pegafus fo fieiyi 
*' And won the fweepftakes in the Lady's Diart ; 
*' Such, Sire, in poetry fhall hitch your name, 
** And do Jufficteni jujiice to your fam«." 
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